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CHAPTER  02^E 
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revelry  was  tapering  oflF  into  shouted  farewells,  clang- 
ing gongs,  honking  horns  and  the  shufling  of  tired  feet 
hurrying  hometvard. 

In  cafes  and  grills  and  private  dining  rooms  gr(  aps 
of  revelers,  whose  pleasures  were  not  halted  by  the 
nickel  alam?. -clocks  ticking  inexorably  all  over  the  city 
and  its  suburbs,  still  lingered  long  after  the  masses  had 
gone  home  yawning  and  counting  the  fullness  of  past 
joys  by  the  present  extent  of  smarting  sunblisters. 

Automobiles  loaded  with  singing  pahsengers  scurried 
after  their  own  beams  of  silver  light  down  the  boule- 
vards. At  first  a  continuous  line  of  speeding  cars; 
then  thinning  with  long  gaps  between;  then  longer  gaps 
with  only  an  occasional  car;  then  the  quiet,  lasting  for 
minutes  unbroken,  so  that  the  w  nd  could  be  heard  in 
the  eucalyptus  trees  that  here  and  there  lined  the  boule- 
vard. 

After  the  last  street-car  had  clanged  away  from  the 
deserted  bunting-draped  joy  zone  that  now  was  stark 
and  joyless,  a.  belated  seven-passenger  car,  painted  a 
rich  plum  color  and  splendid  in  upholstering  and  silver 
trim,  swept  a  long  row  of  darkened  windows  with  a 
brush  of  light  as  it  swung  out  from  a  narrow  alley  and 
went  purring  down  to  where  the  asphalt  shone  black 
in  the  night. 

Full  throated  laughter  and  a  medley  of  shouted  jibes 
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and  current  witticisms  went  vhh  it  The  tonneau 
squirmed  with  uproarious  youth.  The  revolving  extra 
seats  swung  erratically,  propelled  by  energetic  hands, 
while  some  one  barked  the  stereotyped  invitation  to 
the  deserted  scenic  swing,  and  some  one  else  shouted 
to  the  revolving  occupants  to  keep  their  heads  level,  and 
all  the  others  laughed  foolishly. 

The  revolving  ones  rebelled,  and  in  the  scuffle  some 
one  lurched  forward  againt  t  the  driver  at  a  critical  turn 
in  the  road,  throwing  him  against  the  wheel.  The  big 
car  swerved  almost  into  the  ditch,  waa  brought  back 
just  in  the  nick  of  time  and  sped  on,  while  Death,  who 
had  looked  into  that  tonneau,  turned  away  with  a 
shrug. 

The  driver,  bareheaded  and  with  the  wind  blowing 
his  thick  mop  of  wavy  hair  straight  back  from  his  fore- 
head, glanced  back  with  swift  disfavor  at  the  scuffling 
buncL 

"Hey-— you  want  to  go  in  the  ditch? "  he  expostu- 
lated, chewing  vigorously  upon  gum  that  still  tasted 
sweet  and  full-flavored.  "You  wanta  cut  out  that 
rough  8tu£F  over  this  way  I  " 

"'All  right,  Jackie,  old  boy,  anything  to  please!" 
chanted  the  oflFender,  cuffing  the  cap  off  the  fellow  next 
him.  "Some  time,-'  he  added  with  vague  relish. 
"  S-o-m-e  time  I    What  ? " 
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^  "Some  time  is  right  I »  oame  the  exuberant  chorus. 
"  Hey,  Jaclt  I  You  had  some  time,  all  right  —  you  and 
that  brown-eyed  queen  that  danced  like  Mrs.  Castle. 
Um-umI  Floatin'  round  with  your  arms  full  of  sun- 
I  hine  —  oh,  you  thought  you  was  puttin'  something  over 
on  the  rest  of  us  —  what  f " 

^'  Cut  it  out  I  »  Jack  retorted,  flinging  the  words  over 
hx6  ihoulder.  "Don't  talk  to  me.  Boad's  flopping 
around  like  a  snake  with  its  head  cut  off—"  He 
laughed  apologetically,  his  eyes  staring  straight  ahead 
over  the  lowered  windshield. 

"Aw,  step  on  her.  Jack  I  Show  some  class,  boy — 
show  some  class  I  Good  old  boatl  If  you're  too 
stewed  to  drive  'er,  she  knows  the  way  home.  Say, 
JacJcie,  if  this  old  car  could  talk,  wouldn't  momma  get 
an  euv-fuU  on  Monday,  hey  ?    What  if  sho  — " 

"Cut  it  out  — or  I'll  throw  you  out  I"  came  back 
over  Jack's  shirtKjlad  shoulder.     He  at  least  had  the 
wit  to  use  what  little  sense  he  had  in  driving  the  car, 
and  he  had  plenty  of  reason  to  believe  that  he  could 
carry  out  his  threat,  even  if  the  boulevard  did  heave 
itself  up  at  him  like  the  writbings  of  a  great  snake. 
If  his  head  was  not  fit  for  the  job,  his  trained  muscles 
would  still  drive  with  automatic  precision.     Only  his 
virion  was  clouded;  not  the  mechanical  skill  necessary 
to  pilot  his  mother's  big  car  safely  into  the  garage. 
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Whim  held  the  five  in  the  rear  seata  abwrbed  in 
their  own  maudlin  comicalities.     The  fellow  heside 
Jack  did  not  seem  to  take  any  interest  in  his  surround- 
ings,  and  the  five  gave  the  front  seat  no  further  atten- 
tion.    Jack  drove  circumspectly,  leaning  a  little  for- 
ward, his  bare  arms  laid  up  across  the  wheel  and  grasp- 
ing the  top  of  it.     Brown  as  b.onze,  those  arms,  as  were 
his  face  and  neck  and  chest  down  to  where  the  open  V 
of  his  sport  shirt  was  held  closed  with  the  loose  knot 
of  a  crimsou  tie  that  whipped  his  shoulder  as  he  drove. 
A  fine  looking  feUow  he  was,  sitting  there  like  the  in- 
carnation of  strength  and  youth  and  fuliblooded  opti- 
mism.    It  was  a  pity  that  he  was  drunk  — he  would 
have  been   a   perfect   specimen   of  young  manhood, 
else. 

The  young  man  on  the  front  seat  beside  him  turned 
suddenly  on  those  behind.  The  lower  half  of  his  face 
was  covered  with  a  black  muffler.  He  had  a  gun,  and 
he  "cut  down"  on  the  group  with  disconcerting  real- 
ism. 

"Hands  up!"  he  intoned  fearsomely.  "I  am  the 
mysterious  lone  bandit  of  the  boulevards.  Your  jewels 
are  the  price  of  your  lives !  "  The  six-shooter  wavered, 
looking  bleakly  at  one  and  then  another. 

After  the  first  stunned  interval,  a  shout  of  laughter 
went  up  from  those  behind.     "Good I    Good  ideal" 
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one  approved.  And  another,  having  aome  famiUarity 
with  the  meohanica  of  acreen  melodrama,  ahouted, 
"Camera!" 

"Lone  bandit  nothing  I  We're  all  myaterioua  auto 
bandita  out  seeking  whom  we  may  devour  I"  cried  a 
young  man  with  a  naturally  attractive  face  aiid  beauti- 
ful teeth,  hastily  folding  his  handkerchief  comerwise 
for  a  mask,  and  tying  it  behind  hi  head  —  to  the  great 
discomfort  of  his  neighbors,  who  implained  bitterly 
at  having  their  eyes  jabbed  out  with  nis  elbows. 

The   bandit  play   caught   the   crowd.     For   a   few 
tumultuous  minutes  elbows  were  up,  mufflers  and  hand- 
kerchiefs flapping.     There  emerged  from  the  confusion 
six  masked  bandits,  and  three  of  them  flourished  six- 
shooters  with  a  recklessness  that  would  have  given  a 
Texas  man  cold  chills  down  his  spine.     Jack,  not  daring 
to  take  his  eyes  off  the  heaving  asphalt,  oi  his  hands  off 
the  wheel,  retained  his  natural  appearance  until  some 
generous  soul  behind  him  proceeded,  in  spite  of  his  im- 
patient «  Cut  it  out,  fellows  I  '  to  confiscate  his  flapping, 
red  tie  and  bind  it  across  his  nose;  which  transformed 
Jack  Corey  into  a  speeding  fiend,  if  looks  meant  any- 
thing.    Thereafter  they  threw  themselves  back  upon  the 
suffering  upholstery  and  commented  gleefuUy  upon  their 
banditish  qualifications. 
That  grew  tame,  of  course.     They  thirsted  for  mock 
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horroM,  and  two  glaring  mooni  riling  swiftly  over  •  hiU 
giro  the  peychological  fillip  to  their  imaginationa. 

"Come  on-let'a  hold  'em  upl"  cried  the  young 
man  on  the  front  aeat.  "  Naw  —  I'U  tell  you  I  Slow 
down,  Jack,  and  everybody  keep  your  facet  .hut. 
W.  we're  juat  past  I'll  .hoot  down  at  the  ground  by 
a  hind  wheel.  Make  'em  think  they've  got  a  blowout 
—  get  the  idea?" 

"  Some  idea  I »  promptly  came  approval,  and  the  aix 
subsided  immediately. 

The  coming  car  neared  swiftly,  the  driver  shaving 
aa  close  to  the  speed  limit  as  he  dared.  Unsuspectingly 
he  swerved  to  give  plenty  of  space  in  passing,  and  as  he 
did  so  a  loud  bang  startled  him.  The  brake  squealed 
M  he  made  an  emt  .cy  stop.  "Blowout,  by 
thunder  I "  they  heard  him  all  to  his  companions,  as  he 
piled  out  and  ran  to  the  wL  3I  he  thought  had  suffered 
the  accident 

Jack  obligingly  slowed  down  so  that  the  six,  leaning 
far  out  .nd  craning  back  at  their  victims,  got  the  full 
benefit  of  their  joke.  When  he  sped  on  they  fell  back 
mto  their  seats  and  howled  with  glee. 

It  was  funny.  They  laughed  and  slapped  one  another 
on  the  back^  and  the  more  they  laughed  the  funnier  it 
aeemei!.  They  rocked  with  mirth,  they  bounced  up  and 
down  on  the  cushions  and  whooped. 
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All  but  Jack.  He  kept  his  eyes  on  the  still-heaving 
asphalt,  and  chewed  gum  and  grinned  while  he  drove, 
with  the  persistent  sensation  that  he  was  driving  i^ 
b'  iro-aeroplane  across  a  heaving  ocean.  Still,  he  knew 
Wuat  the  fellows  were  up  to,  and  he  was  perfectly  will- 
ing to  let  them  have  all  the  fun  they  wanted,  so  long 
as  they  didn't  interfere  with  his  driving. 

In  the  back  of  his  mind  was  a  large,  looming  sense 
of  responsibility  for  the  car.  It  was  his  mother's  car, 
and  it  was  new  and  shiny,  and  his  mother  iiked  to  drive 
flocks  of  fluttery,  middle-aged  ladies  to  benefit  teas  and 
the  like.  It  had  taken  a  full  hour  of  coaxing  to  get  the 
car  for  the  day,  and  Jack  knew  what  would  be  the 
penalty  if  anything  happened  to  mar  its  costly  beauty. 
A  scratch  would  be  almost  as  much  as  his  life  was  worth. 
He  hoped  dazedly  that  the  fellows  would  keep  their 
feet*  off  the  cushions,  and  that  they  would  refrain  from 
kicking  the  back  seat. 

Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  was  a  large,  firm  woman  who 
wore  her  white  hair  in  a  marcelled  pompadour,  and 
frequently  managed  to  have  a  flattering  picture  of  her- 
self in  the  Sunday  papers  —  on  the  Society-and-Club- 
Doings  page,  of  course.  She  figured  prominently  in 
civic  betterment  movements,  and  was  loud  in  her  de- 
nunciation of  Sunday  dances  and  cabarets  and  the 
frivolities  of  Venice  and  lesser  beach  resorts.    She  did 
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a  lot  of  worrying  over  immodest  bathing  suits,  and  never 
went  near  the  beach  except  as  a  member  of  a  purity 
committee,  to  see  how  awfully  young  girls  behaved  in 
those  public  places. 

She  let  Jack  have  the  car  only  because  she  believed 
that  he  was  going  to  take  a  party  of  young  Christian 
Endeavorers  up  Mount  Wilson  to  view  the  city  after 
dark.  She  could  readily  apprehend  that  such  a  sight 
might  be  inspiring,  and  that  it  would  act  as  a  spur  upon 
the  worthy  ambitions  of  the  young  men,  urging  them 
to  great  achievements.  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  had  plenty 
of  enthusiasm  for  the  betterment  of  yonng  lives,  but 
she  had  a  humanly  selfish  regard  for  the  immaculateness 
of  her  new  automobile,  and  she  feared  that  the  roads 
on  the  mountain  might  be  very  dusty  and  rough,  and 
that  overhanging  branches  might  snag  the  top.  Jack 
had  to  promise  that  he  would  be  very  careful  of  over- 
hanging branches. 

Poor  lady,  she  never  dreamed  that  her  son  was  out 
at  Venice  gamboling  on  the  beach  with  bold  hussies 
in  striped  bathing  trunks  and  no  skirts;  fox-trotting 
with  a  brown-eyed  imp  from  the  telephone  oflBce,  and 
drinking  various  bottled  refreshments  —  carousing 
shamelessly,  as  she  would  have  said  of  a  neighbor's  son 
—  or  that,  at  one-thirty  in  the  morning,  he  was  chewing 
a  strong-flavored  gum  to  Mil  the  odor  of  alcohol. 
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She  was  not  sitting  up  waiting  for  him  and  wonder 
mg  why  he  did  not  come.  Jack  had  been  careful  to 
impress  upon  her  that  the  party  might  want  to  view 
the  stars  until  very  late,  and  that  he,  of  course,  could 
not  hurry  them  down  from  the  mountain  top. 

You  will  see  then  why  Jack  was  burdened  with  a 
sense  of  deep  responsibility  for  the  car,  and  why  he 
drove  almost  as  circumspectly  as  if  he  were  sober,  and 
why  he  would  not  join  in  the  hilarity  of  the  partv. 

"  Hist  I  Here  comes  a  flivver  I  "  warned  the"  young 
man  on  the  front  seat,  waving  his  revolver  backward  to 
impress  silence  on  the  others.  «  Let's  a«  shoot  I  Make 
W  think  they've  run  into  a  mess  of  tacks!  " 

"  Aw,  take  a  wheel  off  their  tin  wagon  I  "  a  laughter- 
hoarse  voice  bettered  the  plan. 

"Hold  'em  up  and  take  a  nickel  off  'em —  if  they 
carry  that  much  on  tiieii  persons  after  dark,"  another 
suggested. 

"You're  on,  bo  I  This  is  a  hold-up.  Hist!'* 
A  hold-up  they  proceeded  to  make  it.  They  halted 
^e  little  car  with  a  series  of  explosions  as  it  passed. 
The  driver  was  alone,  and  as  he  climbed  out  to  inspect 
his  tires,  he  confronted  what  looked  to  his  startled  eyes 
like  a  dozen  masked  men.  Solemnly  they  went  through 
his  pockets  while  he  stood  with  his  hands  high  above 
him.     They  took  his  half-plug  of  chewing  tobacco  and 
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a  ten-cent  stick-pin  from  his  tie,  and  afterwards  made 
him  crank  his  car  and  climb  back  into  the  seat  and  go 
on.  He  went  — with  the  throttle  wide  open  and  the 
little  car  loping  down  the  boulevard  like  a  scared  pup. 
"Watch  him  wentl "  shrieked  one  they  called  Hen, 
doubling  himself  together  in  a  spasm  of  laughter. 

"*He  was  — here  —  when  we  started,  \p~  d  he  was 
—  gone  — when  we  got  th'ough!'"  chanted  another, 
crudely  imitating  a  favorite  bla-^'-faced  comedian. 

Jack,  one  arm  thrown  across  .ne  wheel,  leaned  out 
and  looked  back,  grinning  under  the  red  band  stretched 
across  the  middle  of  his  face.  "  Ah,  pile  in ! ''  he 
cried,  squeezing  his  gum  between  his  teeth  and  start- 
ing the  engine.  "  He  might  come  back  with  a  cop." 
That  tickled  them  more  than  ever.  They  could 
hardly  get  back  into  the  car  for  laughing.  "  S-o-m-e 
little  bandits  I  —  what?"  they  asked  one  another  over 
and  over  again. 

"  S-o-m-e  little  bandits  is  —  right !  "  the  approving 
answer  came  promptly. 

"S-o-m-e  time,  bo,  s-o-m-e  tirr  !"  a  drink-solenm 
voice  croaked  in  a  comer  of  the  big  seat. 

Thus  did  the  party  of  Christian  Endeavorers  return 
sedately  from  their  trip  to  Mount  Wilson. 


CHAPTER  TWO 

"  THANKS  FOE   THE   CAE  " 

a  TO  Be  a  most  ludicrous  rnannsr.    Afterward 
tious  ^rryug  fa,  „„t  „,„  ,^^  ^^^  j^_^^ 
ffeus.ve  truck  gardener  iu  .heir  sleep.     The/cri^ 

t^^ZZ'l  "•"  °''"  *■""  '"^  p"'- »'-"  -1 

tueir  fuddled  brams  aa  being  silly 

in  ?bT  w"""""  r  -  ^  '"^»  ""  "«'  «■-  women 
«  ae  tonneau     These,  evidently,  were  home^oing 

f  "^^'^  "P  *o  *te  big,  shmj  machine  that  was 
^veltng  slowly  townward,  and  they  gave  it  no  ml: 
«»an  a  glance  as  thej  passed. 

H.rTbW^tr  *"  """'^^  '"'"''""«'- 
I^t  ^  ^'™''  ""PP^J  «a<i  got  out  to 

look  for  trouble,  his  companion  at  his  heS  tI" 
confronted  six  masked  men,  three  ot2l^'  ,  ^ 
Bh-shooten.  ^^  dwplaymg 
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"Throw  up  your  hands!"  commanded  a  carefully 
disguised  voice. 

The  driver  obeyed -but  his  right  hand  came  up 
with  an  automatic  pistol  in  it.    He  fired  straight  into 
the  bunch  — foolishly,  perhaps;  at  any  rate  harmlessly, 
though   they  heard  the  bullet  sing  as  it  went  by. 
Startled,  one  of  .he  six  fired  back  impulsively,  and  the 
other  two  followed  his  exampla     Had  they  tried  to  kill, 
in  the  night  and  drunk  as  they  were,  they  probably 
would  have  failed;  but  firing  at  random,  one  bullet 
struck  flesh.     The  man  with  the  automatic  flinched 
backward,  reeled  forward  drunkenly  and  went  down 
slowly,  his  companion  grasping  futilely  at  his  slipping 
body. 

" Hey,  you  dam  mutts,  whatcha  shootin'  for?  Hell 
of  a  josh,  that  isl  "  Jack  shouted  angrily  and  unguard- 
edly.    "  Cut  that  out  and  pile  in  here  1 " 

While  the  last  man  was  clawing  in  through  the  door. 
Jack  let  in  the  clutch,  slamming  the  gear-lever  from  low 
to  high  and  skipping  altogether  the  intermediate. 
The  big  car  leaped  forward  and  Hen  bit  his  tongue 
so  that  it  bled.  Behind  them  was  confused  shout- 
ing. 

"Better  go  back  and  help  — what?    You  hit  one," 
Ja.k  suggested  over  his  shoulder,  slowing  down  as  r- 
son  cooled  his  first  hot  impulse  for  flight. 


Ill 
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« 


Go  back  nothing!    And  let  'em  get  our  number? 


Nothing  doing! 


« 


Aw,  that  mark  that  was  with  him  took  it.     I 


saw 


m  ^ 


him  give  it  the  once-over  when  he  came  back." 

"  He  did  not  1  "  some  one  contradicted  hotly.  "  He 
was  too  scared." 

"  Well,  do  we  go  back  ?  "  Jack  was  already  edging 
the  car  to  "the  right  so  that  he  would  have  room  for  a 
turn. 

"No I  Step  on  'er I  Let 'er  out,  why  don't  yuh? 
Damn  it,  what  yuh  kiUin'  time  for?  Yuh  trying  to 
throw  us  down  ?  Want  that  guy  tacall  a  cop  and  pinch 
the  outfit?  Fine  pal  you  are!  We've  go.  to  beat  it 
whUe  the  beatin's  good.  Go  on,  Jack  —  that's  a  good 
boy.     Step  on  'ei  I  " 

With  all  that  tumult  of  urging.  Jack  went  on,  panic 
again  growing  within  him  as  the  car  picked  up  speed. 
The  faster  he  went  the  faster  he  wanted  to  go.     His 
foot  pressed  harder  and  harder  on  the  accelerator.     He 
glanced  at  the  speedometer,  saw  it  flirting  with  the 
figures  forty-five,  and  sent  that  number  off  the  dial  and 
forced  fifty  and  then  sixty  into  sight.     He  rode  the 
wheel,  holding  the  great  car  true  as  a  bullet  down  the 
black  streak  of  boulevard  that  came  sliding  to  meet 
him  like  a  wide  belt  between  whirring  wheels. 

The  solemn  voice  that  had  croaked  "  S-o-m-e  timel " 
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80  frequently,  took  to 


« 


No-body  home! 


monotonous,  recriminating 
No-body 


speech. 


spill  the 


beans,  you  simps !  Nobody  home  a-tall  1  Had  to  shoot 
a  man  — got  us  all  in  wrong,  you  simps!  Nobody 
home  I "  He  waggled  his  head  and  flapped  his  hands 
in  drunken  self-righteousness,  because  he  had  not  pos- 
sessed a  giin  and  therefore  could  not  have  committed 
the  blunder  of  shooting  the  man. 

"Aw,  can  that  stuff!  You're  as  much  to  blame  as 
anybody,"  snapped  the  man  nearest  him,  and  gave  the 
croaker  a  vicious  jab  with  his  elbow. 

"Don't  believe  that  guy  got  hep  to  our  number! 
Didn't  have  time,"  an  optimist  found  courage  to  de- 
clare. 

"  What  dam  fool  was  it  that  shot  first  ?  Cughta  be 
crowned  for  that !  " 

"Aw,  the  boob  started  it  himself!  He  fired  on  us 
—  and  we  were  only  joshing !  " 

"He  got  his,  all  right!" 

"  Don't  believe  we  killed  him  —  sure,  he  was  more 
scared  than  hurt,"  put  in  the  optimist  dubiously. 

"No-body  home,"  croaked  the  solemn  one  again, 
having  recovered  his  breath. 

They  wrangled  dismally  and  unconvincingly  to- 
gether, but  no  one  put  into  speech  the  fear  that  rode 
them  hard.    Fast  as  Jack  drove,  they  kept  urging  him 
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of  other  traveler,     r^f"      "  *°  """"«=«  "»  ""« 

'-a„<,.e.r.,l«^Xf:i!:^'-"^"'"'»' 

the  bottle  was  emotv  A  ,.""'""«''«■'«««,  now  that 
Jack  to  drive  Zl  ,f  *  T"  "' """«'"'  ^^^ 
Sunset  E;u7e^.r^  ™rr*  ^"''^  °"''  ""O  '"'o 
course  ho  Je     ft  ^  "  ''  "«*"  ""^  *^'»  «  'k'"*" 

wood,  and  He  U.ZJyZ^.T'  '""^  =°"^- 
into  Griffith  Parrl,      T         '^""'  "">  <^''™  o»' 

two,  and  flnaii,  slid  into  I„s!::;^rtr  ""  "' 
from  Pasadena,  well  witWn  T         ,     ""  °"''  'oad 

get  th!:,:;^::i^r ''"'™'  ^-"--^ "°-''  ^--^ 
*«■*-«  the.  got  it  X  p;lil""' r  "■'" 

you  can  walk  home.    lfl>s  1      ^        ^"^  ""• 
He  had  taien  „„W  "ord-get  that  J" 

wiumg  to  own  his  leadarahip. 
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Perhaps  they  realized  suddenly  that  he  was  the  soberest 
man  of  the  lot.  Only  once  had  he  drunk  on  the  way 
home,  and  that  sparingly,  when  the  bottle  had  made 
the  rounds.  Like  whipped  schoolboys  the  six  slunk  off 
to  their  homes,  and  as  they  disappeared,  Jack  felt  as 
though  the  full  burden  of  the  senseless  crime  had  been 
dropped  crushingly  upon  his  shoulders. 

He  drove  the  big  car  quietly  up  the  palm-sbaded 
street  to  where  his  mother's  wide-porched  bungalow 
sprawled  across  two  lots.    He  was  sober  now,  for  the 
tragedy  had  shocked   him   into  clear  thinking.    He 
shivered  when  he  turned  in  across  the  cement  walk  and 
slid  slowly  down  the  driveway  to  the  garage.    He 
climbed  stiffly  out,  rolled  the  big  doors  shut,  turned  on 
the  electric  lights  and  then  methodically  switched  off 
the  lights  of  the  car.    He  looked  at  the  clock  imbedded 
in  the  instrument  board  and  saw  that  it  lacked  twenty 
minutes   of  three.     It  would  soon   be   daylight.    It 
seemed  to  him  that  there  was  a  good  deal  to  be  done 
before  daylight 

Preoccupiedly  he  took  a  big  handful  of  waste  and 
began  to  polish  the  ho^d  and  fenders  of  the  car.  His 
mother  would  want  to  .  Ive,  and  she  always  made  a 
fuss  If  he  left  any  dust  to  dim  its  glossy  splendor.  He 
walked  around  behind  and  contemplated  the  number 
plate,  wondering  if  the  man  who  was  said  to  be  "  hep  " 


'!> 


M  THE  LOOKOUT  MAN 

would  remember  that  them  were  tl,~„    •  l 
He  might  «e  „„,y  two-belTin  "T    "^  "*'"'"■ 
He  rubbed  the  pf.te  tlougS,     !  '""^  '■"•  ""'«'• 
W  that  number  170007         ,.,'   ^"*  "'  «"'"  J"" 

w..  edited  bX!h:;r""°°^'—-«e-bo 

i..h:bTd-t-:::!*^'"'""^'-  «'^— ■-"' 

that  carried  i.     eIv  T''  '*""'«''  '"  '""  «■«  '« 

'he  oar.  Ja  i  J  "^  ™7  '  ""' '"  I"™''  "''<'  -  » 
were  t  m^  p  .r"  ""^  ""'  °^  ""  ""'o-  who 
-.er„o.t,:ht\r,,^:^»;H-orehia 

She  had  .  mel r,,*^  f ;,:  "'!:'""<'  — ««'  «■- 
— .  to  au,  offiel  tf  led  JaT  '  ""  "^^^  *"« 
-'^'..  For,  beside,  ha  ^  .  ml  !  ""'  '"' 
--er  let  g„,  Mra.  Si„g,e.„^''cL  T?  "  """'' 
that  was  inewrabl.  ,    **'"  ^''«.'  i'd  «  oouacienoe 

would  o„.ir*r'7:;^::srt"'*''^'"-  ^-^ 

the  president  of  the  Purifv  T  ""  ''°"""  »"<' 

^ou«g  men  „.er  t!  .r:t     r  *: 'r/'" ''^ 
-:--heirmora:.^:-;-t^^ 

^et^^tLtidrx't-T'^'^-''-' 

greatij^  concern  her  son.    He  be- 
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!r!?-.""'<-r'"* ''° "'  '^  """''^  •'"'  »«'■'  ™  the 

lUudit.  of  her  world  »  .  mother  «„rtyred  to  her  fine 
*n«,  of  dut;-.  Jack  h.d  lived  with  hi,  mother  for 
twenty-two  year.,  .„d  .„t„„g^  ^^  ^^^  ^^^^  _____^^  ^^^.^ 

of  her,  he  felt  that  L.  had  no  .ilusion.  concerning  Mr. 
Singleton  Corey.  He  fel,  that  ,,he  would  «,erifice 
near  y  everything  to  her  greed  for  public  approbation. 
Whether  .he  would  .acrific.e  her  pride  of  family- 
tw«.  it  into  a  lofty  pride  of  duty -he  did  not  know, 
rhere  are  queer  psychological  ,uirk.  which  may  not  be 
foremen  by  youth. 

Looking  back  on  the  whole  sickening  affair  while  he 
sat  on  the  running  board  and  amoked  a  cigarette,  Jack 
could  not  see  how  his  mother  could  consistently  avoid 
laying  him  on  the  altar  of  justice.     He  had  driven  the 
party,  and  he  had  stopped  the  car  for  them  to  play  their 
damnable  joke.     The  law  would  call  him  an  accomplice, 
he  supposed.     His  mother  could  not  save  him,  unless 
she  pleaded  well  the  excuse  that  he  had  ueen  led  astray 
by  evil  companions.     In  lesser  crises.  Jack  remembered 
that  she  had  played  successfully  that  card.     She  might 
try  It  now.  ...  ^ 

On  the  other  hand,  she  might  mak3  a  virtue  of  neces- 
sity and  volunteer  the  information  that  he  had  ir  che 
first  place  lied  about  their  destination.  That,  he  sup- 
posed, would  imply  a  premeditated  plan  of  holding  up 
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•utomobile..  She  might  w.d.  her  hand,  of  hi„  ^Uto- 
gether.  He  could  «e  her  doing  th.t,  too.  Ho  oould, 
."  te,  «e  ilr^  Singieton  Corey  doing  «,e,.l  u.ing, 
^.t  would  work  him  ill  „d  ^„„„d  to  her  glory^ 
What  ho  could  not  «e  w..  ,  mother  who  would  cling 
to  h,m  and  cry  over  him  .nd  for  him,  and  .tick  by  him 
just  b«au8e  the  loved  him. 

"  Aw,  whaf,  the  u« »     Ifll  come  out  _  it  c«.'t  heK- 
^^The  cop,  are  ou-  there  .melling  around  now,  I 

He  arore  and  worked  over  the  ear  until  it  .hone  im- 
maculately     A  lifetime  of  continual  nagging  over  little 
thing,,  „h,le  the  big  thing,  had  been  left  to  adju.t  them- 
^elvea,  had  fixed  upon  Jack  the  habit  of  attending  firtt 
to  hi,  mother-,  whim.,    ilr..  Singleton  Corey  made 
.t  a  point  to  drive  her  own  car.    She  liked  the  feeling 
of  power  that  it  gave  her,  and  rf,e  loved  the  flatter,  of 
W  fnend.     Therefore,  even  a  murder  problem  mu,t 
™t  «n„I  her  automobile  waa  beautifully  ready  to  back 
out  of  the  garage  into  a  critical  world. 

Jack  gave  a  ,igh  of  relief  when  ho  wiped  hi.  hand, 
on  fte  bunch  of  wa.te  and  toeaed  it  into  a  tin  can  kept 
for  that  purpose.  Time  wa.  precioua  to  him  ju,t  now. 
Any  mmute  might  bring  the  police.  Jack  did  not  feel 
tha  he  wa,  to  blame  for  what  had  happened,  but  he 
realized  keenly  that  he  wa.  "  i„  wrong  "  juat  the  .ame. 
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w»d  he  had  no  intention  of  languithing  heroically  in 
jail  if  he  could  poaaibly  keep  out  of  it 

He  hesitated,  and  finally  he  went  to  the  houie  and 
let  himself  in  through  a  window  whoso  lock  he  had 
"  doctored  "  months  ago.  His  mother  would  not  let 
him  have  a  key.  She  believed  that  being  compelled 
to  ring  the  bell  and  awaken  her  put  the  needful  check 
upon  Jack's  habits;  that,  in  trailing  downstairs  in  a 
silk  kimono  to  receive  him  and  his  explanation  of  his 
lateness,  she  was  fulfilling  her  duty  as  a  mother. 

Jack  nearly  always  humored  her  in  this  delusion,  and 
his  explanatioafi  v^re  always  convincing.     But  ho  was 
not  prepared  to  make  any  just  now.     He  crawled  into 
the  sun  parlor,  took  off  his  shoes  and  slipped  down  the 
hall  and  up  the  stairs  to  his  room.     There  he  rummaged 
through  his  closet  and  got  out  a  khaki  outing  suit  and 
hurried  his  person  into  it     In  ten  minutep,  he  looked 
more  like  an  overgrown  boy  scout  than  anything  else. 
He  took  a  cased  trout  rod  and  fly  book,  stuffed  an  extra 
shirt  and  all  the  socks  ho  could  find  into  his  canvas 
creel,  slung  a  pair  of  wading  boots  over  his  shoulder 
and  tiptoed  to  the  door. 

There  it  occurred  to  him  that  it  wouldn't  be  a  bad  idea 
to  have  some  money.  He  went  back  to  his  discarded 
trousers,  that  lay  in  a  heap  on  the  floor,  and  by  diligent 
search  he  collected  two  silver  dollars  and  a  x^vr  nickels 
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and  dimes  and  quarters  ~  enough  to  total  two  dollars 
and  eighty-five  cents.     He  looked  at  th«  "^T 

b.»  topks,  trying  to  i^p  ,^^  ^^^^  ^^^^  ^^  .^    ™  "PO" 
hetjtut  J'*""™!  *°  "»  ™  *^-«-  /-<■  when 

The  „„ney  p^^eu,  ^„^^  ^^ 

wh  t  use  w.  this  preparation,  nnle.  he  had  ^,  Z 
money  to  use  with  it !    He  took  off  I,;.  ., 

woke  hen  and^haf!      T.'  !"*  "°  '"«■""'  ■">- 
eyed.    I„H    .  t  ?      '"""  """  "«  ^^  •«>"»  wid^ 

night"  ^     ^  ''"'P''*'  ■=»»«  of  the 

However  that  .ight  be,  she  certainly  was  arfeep  when 
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Jack  pushed  open  her  door..  She  lay  on  her  back  wit. 
her  mouth  half  open,  and  she  was  snoring  rhythmically, 
emphatically -as  one  would  hardly  believe  it  possible 
for  a  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  to  snore.  Jack  looked  at 
her  oddly,  but  his  eyes  went  immediately  to  her  dresser 
and  the  purse  lying  where  she  had.  carelessly  laid  it 
down  on  coming  home  from  one  of  her  quests  for  im- 
purity which  she  might  purify. 

She  had  a  little  more  than  forty-two  dollars  in  her 
purse,  and  Jack  took  all  of  it  and  went  back  to  his  room. 
There  he  issued  a  check  to  her  for  that  amount  — 
unwittingly  overdrawing  his  balance  at  the  bank  to  do 
so  —  and  wrote  this  note  to  his  mother : 

"Dear  Mother: 

"I  borrowed  some  money  from  you,  and  I  am  leav- 
ing this  check  to  cover  the  amount.     I  am  going  on  a 

stlkP^  tT  ^.^f^\  *^  ^^^^^^  ^^^'^  dad^made  his 
stake.     Thanks  for  the  car  today. 

"  Your  son, 

"  Jack." 

He  took  check  and  note  to  her  room  and  placed  them 
on  her  purse  to  the  tune  of  her  snoring,  looked  at  her 
with  a  certain  wistfulness  for  the  mothering  he  had 
never  received  from  her,  and  went  away. 

He  climbed  out  of  the  house  as  he  had  climbed  in, 
and  cut  across  lots  until  he  had  reached  a  street  some 
distance  from  his  own  neighborhood.     Then  keeping 
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carefully  in  the  shadows,  he  took  the  shortest  route  to 
the  S.  P.  depot.  An  early  car  clanged  toward  him, 
but  he  waited  in  a  dark  spot  until  it  had  passed  and 
then  hurried  on.  He  passed  an  all-night  taxi  stand  in 
front  of  a  hotel,  but  he  did  not  disturb  the  sleepy  drivers. 
So  by  walking  every  step  of  the  way,  he  believed  that 
he  had  reached  the  depot  unnoticed,  just  when  daylight 
was  upon  him  with  gray  wreaths  of  fog. 

By  the  depot  clock  it  was  five  minutes  to  five.  A  train 
was  being  called,  and  the  sing-song  chant  informed  him 
that  it  was  bound  for  "  Sa-anta  Bar-bra  -  Sa-an  Louis 
Oh-bispo-Sa-linas-Sa-an  'Osay- Sa-an  Fran- 
sisco,  and  a-a-11  points  north !  " 

Jack,  with  his  rubber  boots  flapping  on  his  back,  took 
a  run  and  a  slide  to  the  ticket  window  and  bought  a 
ticket  for  San  Francisco,  thinking  rather  feverishly  of 
the  various  points  north. 


CHAPTER  THREE 

TO   THI    FKATHEB   BIVEE   COUNTKY   AND    FEEEDOM 

TN  the  chair  car,  where  he  plumped  himself  into  a 
M,   seat  just  as  the  train  began  to  creep  forward,  Jack 
pulled  his  hat  down  over  his  eyebrows  and  wondered 
if  any  one  had  recognized  him  while  he  was  getting  on 
the  train.     He  could  not  tell,  because  he  had  not  dared 
to  seem  anxious  about  it,  and  so  had  not  looked  aro-;:r 
him.     At  any  rate  he  had  not  been  stopped,  though 
police  could  wire  ahead  and  have  him  dragged  off  ^le 
train  at  any  station  they  pleased.    Panic  once  more 
caught  him  and  he  did  not  dare  look  up  when  the  con- 
ductor came  for  his  ticket,  but  held  his  breath  until 
the  gloomy,  haggard-faced  man  had  tagged  him  and 
passed  on.    Until  the  train  had  passed  Newhall  and 
was  rattling  across  the  flat  country  to  the  coast,  he 
shivered  when  any  one  passed  down  the  aisle. 

Beyond  San  Francisco  lay  the  fog  bank  of  the  un- 
known. With  his  fishing  outfit  he  could  pass  unques- 
tioned  to  any  part  of  that  mysterious,  vague  region 
known  as  Northern  California.  The  Russian  River 
country,  Tahoe,  Shasta  Springs,  Feather  River  — the 
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naMea  revolved  teasmgly  through  Jack',  mind.    He  did 
T  ?^"^  """'  *^'"'  ^y<""i  the  fact  that 

he  hoped  pe<,ple  would  .hiuk  he  went  for  .port  also. 
H.S  wadmg  boots  and  his  rod  and  creel  would,  he  hoped 
~f^.  an,  haste  he  might  hetra.  in  losing  hiief; 

I^  himself  he  must.  If  he  did  not,  if  his  mother 
got  the  chance  to  put  him  tiarough  the  tearful  third- 
^gree  system  that  women  employ  with  such  deadly 

hope  to  „veal  was  the  damning  fact  that  he  had  not 
keen  to  Mount  Wilson  that  day.  After  that  the  re^^ 
would  not  need  to  be  told.  They  could  patch  up  "e 
evidence  easily  enough.  V  ku  x>p  the 

mbrace  of  h,s  fnend.    It  was  too  horrible  to  be  true 
It  nmst  have  been  a  trick  just  to  scare  the  boys     Tht 
world  was  full  of  Joshen- Jack  knew  hal/a  dozen 
men  capable  of  playing  that  tnVt    •    .  . 
ioke     r„,      4^         .  *'  J"**  'o  turn  the 

joke.    For  a  few  mmutes  he  was  optimistic,  ahnost 

sent  hi.        t       .  ""'  °^  *°  ™«  »■'  had  drunk 

«nt  h,s  mood  swinging  from  the  depths  of  panicky 

anguish  over  the  horrible  affair  t„  ,  ^ 

urriDie  aaair,  to  a  senseless  optimism 
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that  refused  to  see  disaster  when  it  stood  by  his  side. 
He  tried  again  to  decide  where  he  should  go  from 
San  Francisco.     He  tried  to  remember  all  that  he  had 
ever  heard  about  the  various  paradises  for  sportsmen 
and  he  discovered  that  he  could  not  remember  anything 
except  that  they  were  all  in  the  mountains,  and  thPt 
Tanoe  was  a  big  lake,  and  lots  of  peoole  went  there  in 
the  summer.     He  crossed  Tahoe  off  the  list,  because 
he  did  not  want  to  land  in  some  fashionable  resort  and 
bump  into  some  one  he  knew.     Besides,  thirty-one  dol- 
lars would  not  last  long  at  a  summer  resort -and  he 
remembered  he  would  not  have  thirty-one  dollars  when 
he  landed;  he  would  have  what  was  left  after  he  had 
paid  his  fare  from  San  Francisco,  and  had  eaten  once 
or  twice. 

Straightway  he  became  hungry,  perhaps  because  a 
porter  came  down  the  aisle  announcing  the  interesting 
fact  that  breakfast  was  now  being  served  in  the  diner 
-fourth  car  rear.  Jack  felt  as  though  he  could  ea: 
about  five  dollars'  worth  of  breakfast.  He  was  only  a 
month  or  so  past  twenty-two,  remember,  and  he  himself 
had  not  committed  any  crime  save  the  crime  of  foolish- 
ness. 

He  slid  farther  down  upon  his  spine,  palled  his  nice 
new  sombrero  lower  on  the  bridge  of  his  tanned  noee, 
and  tried  to  forget  thai  back  there  in  the  diner  thev 
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would  give  him  grapefruit  on  ice,  and  after  that  rolled 
oats  with  thick  yellow  cream,  and  after  that  ham  and 
eggs  or  a  tenderloin  steak  or  broiled  squab  on  toast; 
and  tried  to  remember  only  that  the  check  would  make 
five  dollars  look  sick.     He  wished  he  knew  how  much 
the  fare  would  be  to  some  of  these  places  where  he 
meant  to  lose  himself.     With  all  that  classy-looking 
paraphernalia  he  would  not  dare  attempt  to  beat  his  way 
on  a  freight.     He  had  a  keen  dense  of  relative  values; 
dressed  as  he  was  he  must  keep  "  in  the  part."     He 
must  be  able  to  show  that  he  had  money.     He  sighed 
heavily  and  turned  his  back  definitely  upon  a  dining- 
car  breakfast.     After  that  he  went  to  sleep. 

At  noon  he  was  awake  and  too  ravenous  to  worry  so 
much  over  the  possibility  of  being  arrested  for  com- 
plicity in  a  murder.     He  collided  violently  with  the 
porter  who  came  down  the  aisle  announcing  luncheon. 
He  raced  back  through  two  chair  cars  and  a  tourist 
sleeper,  and  he  entered  the  dining  car  with  an  emphasis 
that  kept  the  screen  door  swinging  for  a  full  half  min- 
ute.    He  tipped  the  waiter  who  came  to  fill  his  water 
glass,  and  told  him  to  wake  up  and  show  some  speed. 
Any  waiter  will  wake  up  for  half  a  dollar,  these  hard 
times.     This    one    stood    looking    down    over    Jack's 
shoulder  while  he  wrote,  so  that  he  was  back  with  the 
boullion  before  Jack  had  reached  the  bottom  of  the 
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order  blank  —  which  is  the  reason  why  you  have  not 
read  anything  about  a  certain  young  man  dying  of 
starvation  while  seated  at  table  number  five  in  a  diner, 
somewhere  in  the  neighborhood  of  Paso  Robles. 

When  he  returned  to  his  place  in  the  chair  car  he 
knew  he  must  try  to  find  out  what  isolated  fishing  coun- 
try was  closest.  So  he  fraternized  with  the  "  peanut 
butcher,"  if  you  know  who  he  is:  the  fellow  who  is 
put  on  trains  to  pester  passengers  to  death  with  all 
sorts  of  readable  and  eatable  indigestibles. 

He  bought  two  packages  of  gum  and  thereby  won 
favor.  Then,  nonchalantly  picking  up  his  wading  boots 
and  placing  them  in  a  diflFerent  position,  he  casually 
asked  the  boy  how  the  fishing  was,  up  this  way.  The 
peanut  butcher  balanced  his  tray  of  chewing  gum  and 
candy  on  the  arm  of  a  vacant  chair  beside  Jack,  and 
observed  tentatively  that  it  was  fine,  and  that  Jack  must 
be  going  fishing.  Jack  confessed  that  such  was  his 
intention,  and  the  vender  of  things-you-nerer-want  made 
a  shrewd  guess  at  his  destination. 

"  Going  up  into  the  Feather  River  country,  I  bet. 
Fellow  I  know  just  come  back.  Caught  the  limit,  he 
claima.  They  say  Lake  Almanor  has  got  the  best  fish- 
ing in  the  State,  right  now.  Fellow  I  know  seen  a  ten- 
pounder  pulled  outa  there.  He  brought  back  one  him- 
self that  tipped  the  scales  at  seven-and-a-half.     He  iayi 
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a  pound  i.  .bout  a.  .mall  m  they  run  up  there.  I'm 
going  to  try  to  get  on  the  VV.  P.  th.t  run.  up  the  can- 
yon.    Then  TOme  day  I'll  drop  off  and  try  my  luck  -" 

held*^"  """  '"  ^"^  ^"'°'''  ''"™  "  *    ^''«  ^  «"" 

"No,  enre  it  don't  I  The  late',  away  off  the  rail- 
road -  thirty  or  forty  miles.  I  don't  look  for  a  ohanee 
to  go  there  &sh,ng.  I  mean  Feather  River  -  anywhere 
along  up  the  canyon.     They  say  it',  great.     Y„„  „.„ 

sure  catch  &h .    Lo„  of  little  creek,  coming  down  outa 
tie  ea  .„<,  ,„  ^^  ,^^  ^^^  ^  ^^^^     ^^^  ^ 

all  kinds  of  sport." 

"Aw,  Kn»an  River',  the  p.ace  to  go,"  Jack  di^ 
aented  craftjy,  and  got  the  reply  that  he  wa.  waiting 

"  Aw  what',  the  u.e  of  going  away  up  there  ?    And 
not  get  half  the  fi.h  J    Why,  y„„  „an  take  the  train  at 
the  ferry  and  in  the  morning  you  are  right  in  the  middle 
of  the  be.t  fishing  in  the  State.     Bnh-lieve  n^e.  it'U 
feather  River  for  mine,  if  I  can  make  the  change  I 
wan   to-     Them  that  have  got  the  money  to  travel  ». 
can  td.e  the  far.ff  p,a,,._„,  fo,  ,^^  ' 

day  .n  the  week."    He  took  np  hi.  tray  and  wenl  do™ 
the  ear,  offenng  hi.  wares  to  the  bored,  frowsv  pa^eu- 
ge«  who  wanted  only  to  reach  journey's  end  " 
The  net  round  he  made,  he  stopped  again  beside 
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Jack.  They  talked  of  fishing— Jack  saw  to  that  I  — 
and  Jack  learned  that  Lake  Ahnanor  was  nothing  more 
nor  less  than  an  immense  reservoir  behind  a  great  d^m 
put  in  by  a  certain  power  company  at  a  cost  that  seemed 
impossible.  The  reservoir  had  been  made  by  the  simple 
process  of  backing  up  the  water  over  a  large  mountain 
valley.  You  could  look  across  the  lake  and  see  Mount 
Lassen  as  plain  as  the  nose  on  your  face,  the  peanut 
butcher  declared  relishfully.  And  the  trout  in  that 
artificial  lake  passed  all  belief. 

Every  time  the  boy  passed,  he  stopped  for  a  few  re- 
marks. Pound  by  pound  the  trout  in  Lake  Almanor 
grew  larger.  Sentence  by  sentence  Jack  learned  much 
that  was  useful,  a  little  that  was  needful.  There  were 
several  routes  to  Lake  Almanor,  for  instance.  One 
could  get  in  by  way  of  Chico,  but  the  winter  snow  had 
not  left  the  high  summits,  so  that  route  was  unfeasible 
for  the  time  being.  The  best  way  just  now  was  by  the 
way  of  Quincy,  a  little  town  up  near  the  head  of 
Feather  River  Canyon.  The  fare  was  only  seven  or 
eight  dollars,  and  since  the  season  had  opened  one  could 
get  reduced  rates  for  the  round  trip.  That  was  the 
way  the  friend  of  the  peanut  butcher  had  gone  in  — 
only  he  had  stopped  off  at  Keddie  and  had  gone  up  to 
the  dam  with  a  fellow  he  knew  that  worked  there.  And 
he  had  brought  back  a  trout  that  weighed  practically 
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eight  pounds,  dressed.  The  peanut  butcher  knew;  he 
had  been  it  with  his  own  eyes.  They  had  it  hanging 
m  the  window  of  the  California  Market,  and  there  was 
a  crowd  around  the  window  aJl  the  time.  He  knew; 
he  had  seen  the  crowd,  and  he  had  seen  the  fish;  and 
ho  knew  the  fellow  who  had  caught  it. 

Unless  he  could  go  with  a  .     vd,  Jack  did  not  care 
much  about  fishing.     He  liked  the  fun  the  gang  could 
have  together  in  the  wilds,  but  that  was  all;  like  last 
sununer  when  Hen  had  run  into  the  hornet's  nest  I  ,.^- 
mg  on  a  bush  and  thought  it  was  an  oriole's  baHi^etl 
Alone  and  weighed  down  with  horror  as  he  was,  Jack 
could  not  stir  up  any  enthusiasm  for  the  sport.     But 
he  found  out  that  it  would  not  cost  much  to  reach  the 
httle  town  called  Quincy,  of  which  he  had  never  before 
heard. 

No  one,  surely,  would  ever  think  of  looking  there  for 
him.     He  could  take  the  evening  train  out  of  San 
Francisco,  and  in  the  morning  he  would  be  there.     And 
If  he  were  not  sufficiently  lost  in  Quincy,  he  could  take 
to  the  mountains  all  around.     There  were  mountains, 
he  guessed  from  what  the  boy  had  told  him;  and  can- 
yons and  heavy  timber.     The  thought  of  having  some 
definite,  attainable  goal  cheered  him  so  much  that  he 
went  to  sleep  again,  sitting  hunched  down  in  the  seat 
with  his  hat  over  his  eyes,  so  that  no  one  could  see  his 


face;  and 
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since  no  one  out  the  man  „ 

ever  seen  him  in  that  sport  suit,  he  felt  almost  wfef 

He  left  the  train  reluctantly  at  the  big,  new  station 
in  San  Francisco,  and  took  a  street  car  to  the  ferry 
depot.     There  he  kepf      t  of  sight  behind  a  newspaper 
in  the  entrance  to  the  waiting  room  until  he  was  per- 
mitted to  pass  through  the  iron  gate  to  the  big,  resound- 
ing room  where  passengers  for  the  train  ferry  were 
herded  together  like  corralled  sheep.     It  seemed  very 
quiet  there,  to  be  the  terminal  station  in  a  large  city. 
Jack  judged  nervously  that  people  did  not  flock  to 
the  best  fishing  in  the  State,  in  spite  of  all  the  peanut 
butcher  had  told  him.     He  was  glad  of  that,  so  long  as 
he  was  not  so  alone  as  to  be  conspi  .•        .     Aside  from 
the  thin  sprinkling  of  passengers,  everything  was  just 
as  the  boy  had  told  him.     He  was  ferried  in  a  big, 
empty  boat  across  the  darkling  bay  to  the  train  that 
stood  backed  down  on  the  mole  waiting  for  him  and  the 
half  dozen  other  passengers.     He  chose  the  rear  seat 
m  another  chair  car  very  much  like  the  one  he  had  left, 
gave  up  his  ticket  md  was  tagged,  pulled  his  hat  down 
over  his  nose  and  slept  again,  stirring  now  and  then 
because  of  his  cramped  legs. 

When  he  awoke  finally  it  was  daylight,  and  the  train 
was  puffing  into  a  tunnel.  He  could  see  the  engine  dive 
I    o  the  black  hole,  dragging  the  coaches  after  it  like 
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the  tail  of  a  snalce.  When  they  emerged,  Jack  looked 
down  upon  a  green-and-white-ncurrying  river;  away 
down  — 80  far  that  it  startled  him  a  little.  And  he 
looked  up  steep  pine^ilad  slopes  to  the  rugged  peaks  of 
the  mountains.  He  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief.  Surely 
no  one  could  possibly  find  him  in  a  place  like  this. 

After  a  while  he  was  told  to  change  for  Quincy,  and 
descended  into  a  fresh,  green-and-blue  world  edged  with 
white  clouds.  There  was  no  town  —  nothing  but  green 
hills  and  a  deep-set,  unbelievable  valley  floor  marked  off 
with  fences,  and  a  little  yellow  station  with  a  red  roof, 
and  a  toy  engine  panting  importantly  in  front  of  its' 
one  tiny  baggage-and-passenger  coach,  with  a  freight  car 
for  ballast. 

Jack  threw  back' his  shoulders  and  took  a  long,  deep, 
satisfying  breath.  He  lookeu  around  him  gloatingly 
and  climbed  into  the  little  make-believe  train,  and  smiled 
as  he  settled  back  in  a  seat.  There  was  not  another 
soul  going  to  Quincy  that  morning,  save  the  conductor 
and  engineer.  The  conductor  looked  at  his  passenger 
as  boredly  as  the  wife  of  a  professional  humorist  looks 
at  her  husband,  took  his  ticket  and  left  him. 

Jack  lighted  a  cigarette  and  blew  the  smoke  out  of 
the  open  window  while  the  little  train  bore  him  down 
through  the  green  forest  into  the  valley.  He  was  in  a 
new  world.     He  was  safe  here  -  he  was  lost. 


CHAPTER  FOUR 

JACK   FINDS    IIIMSKLF    IN    P088fi88ION    OP   A   JOB 

VtT  RITING  his  name  on  the  hotel  register  was  an 
T  T      embarrassing  ceremony  that  had  not  occurred  to 
Jack  until  he  walked  up  the  steps  and  into  the  bare 
little  office.     Some  instinct  of  pride  made  him  shrink 
from  taking  a  name  that  did  not  belong  to  him,  and  he 
was  afraid  to  write  his  own  in  so  public  a  placa     So  he 
ducked  into  the  dining  room  whence  came  the  muffled 
clatter  of  dishes  and  an  odor  of  fried  beefsteak,  as  a 
perfectly  plausible  means  of  dodging  the  issue  for  a 
whila 

He  ate  as  slowly  as  he  dared  and  as  long  as  he  could 
swallow,  and  when  he  left  was  lucky  enough  to  find  the 
office  occupied  only  by  a  big  yellow  cat  curled  up  on  the 
desk  with  the  pen  between  its  paws.  It  seemed  a  shame 
to  disturb  the  cat  He  went  by  it  on  his  toes  and  passed 
on  down  the  steps  and  into  the  full  face  of  the  town 
lying  there  cupped  in  green  hills  and  with  a  sunshiny 
quiet  that  made  the  world  seem  farther  away  than  ever. 

A  couple  of  men  were  walking  down  the  street  and 
stopping  now  and  then  to  tali  to  those  they  met    Jack 
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followed  aimlessly,  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  his  new 
Stetson  —  that  did  not  look  so  unusual  here  in  Quincy 
—  pulled  well  down  over  his  eyebrows  and  giving  his 
face  an  unaccustomed  look  of  purposefulness.  Those 
he  met  carried  letters  and  papers  in  their  hands;  those 
he  followed  went  empty  handed,  so  Jack  guessed  that 
he  was  observing  the  regular  morning  pilgrimage  to  the 
postofRce  — which,  had  he  only  known  it,  really  begins 
the  day  in  Quincy. 

He  did  not  expect  any  mail,  of  course;  but  there 
seemed  nothing  else  for  him  to  do,  no  other  place  for 
him  to  go;  and  he  was  afraid  that  if  he  stayed  around 
the  hotel  some  one  might  ask  him  to  register.    He  went, 
therefore,  to  the  postoffice  and  stood  just  outside  the 
door  with  his  hands  still  in  his  pockets  and  the  purpose- 
ful look  on  his  face;  whereas  no  man  was  ever  more 
completely  adrift  and  purposeless  than  was  Jack  Corey. 
Now  that  he  had  lost  himself  from  the  world  —  buried 
himself  up  here  in  these  wonderfully  green  mountains 
where  no  one  would  ever  think  of  looking  for  him  — 
there  seemed  nothing  at  all  to  do.     He  did  not  even 
want  to  go  fishing.     And  as  for  journeying  on  to  that 
lake  which  the  peanut  butcher  had  talked  so  much  about. 
Jack  had  never  for  one  minute  intended  going  there. 

A  tall  man  with  shrewd  blue  eyes  twinkling  behind 
goldrimmed  glasses  came  out  and  stood  in  the  pleaaan^ 
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warmth  of  the  sun.  He  had  a  lot  of  mail  under  his 
arm  and  a  San  Francisco  paper  spread  before  him. 
Jack  slanted  a  glance  or  two  toward  the  paper,  and  at 
the  second  glance  he  gulped. 

"  Los  Angeles  Auto  Bandits  Trailed  "  stared  out  at 
hmi  accusingly  like  a  pointed  finger.  Underneath,  in 
smaller  type,  that  was  black  as  the  meaning  that  it  bore 
for  him,  were  the  words :  «  Sensational  Developments 
Expected." 

Jack  did  not  dare  look  again,  lest  he  betray  to  the 
shrewd  eyes  behind  the  glasses  a  guilty  interest  in  the 
article.     He  took  his  cigarette  from  his  mouth  and 
moistened  his  lips,  and  tried  to  hide  the  trembling  of 
his  fingers  by  flicking  off  the  ash.    As  soon  as  he  dared 
he  walked  on  down  the  street,  and  straightway  found 
that  he  was  walking  himself  out  of  town  altogether. 
He  turned  his  head  and  looked  back,  saw  the  tall  man 
glancing  after  him,  and  went  on  briskly,  with  some 
effort  holding  himself  back  from  running  like  a  fool 
He  felt  that  he  had  blundered  in  coming  down  this  way 
where  there  was  nothing  but  a  blacksmith  shop  and  a 
few  small  cottages  set  in  trim  lawns.     The  tall  man 
would  know  that  he  had  no  business  down  here,  and  he 

would  wonder  who  he  was  and  what  he  was  after.    And 
once  that  tall  man  began  to  wonder.  .  .  . 

"Auto  Bandits  Trailed!"  seemed  to  Jack  to  be 
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painted  on  his  back.  That  headline  must  mean  him, 
because  he  did  not  believe  that  any  of  the  others  would 
think  to  get  out  of  town  before  daylight  as  he  had  done. 
Probably  that  article  had  Jack's  description  in  it. 

He  no  longer  felt  that  he  had  lost  himself;  instead,  he 
felt  trapped  by  the  very  mountains  that  five  minutes 
ago  had  seemed  so  like  a  sheltering  wall  between  him 
and  his  world.  He  wanted  to  get  into  the  deepest  forest 
that  clothed  their  sides;  he  wanted  to  hide  in  some  re- 
mote canyon. 

He  turned  his  head  again  and  looked  back.    A  man 
was  coming  behind  him  down  the  pathway  which  served 
as  a  pavement.     He  thought  it  was  the  tall  man  who 
had  been  reading  about  him  in  the  paper,  and  again 
panic  seized  him  — only  now  he  had  but  his  two  feet 
to  carry  him  away  into  safety,  instead  of  his  mother's 
big  new  car.    He  glanced  at  the  houses  like  a  harried 
animal  seeking  desperately  for  some  hole  to  crawl  into, 
and  he  saw  that  the  little,  square  cottage  that  he  had 
judged  to  be  a  dwelling,  was  in  reality  a  United  States 
Forest  Service  headquarters.     He  had  only  the  haziest 
idea  of  what  that  meant,  but  at  least  it  was  a  public 
oflSce,  and  it  had  a  door  which  he  could  close  between 
himself  and  the  mar.  that  followed. 

He  hurried  up  the  walk  laid  across  the  neat  little 
grass  plot,  sent  a  humbly  grateful  glance  up  to  the  stars- 
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.nd-.tripes  that  fluttered  lazily  from  the  abort  flagstaff 

though  that  businesa  was  urgent. 

rfi  Tt?'  ^°™*  ^'"°™  "'  "*'■''  doo-^ent-littered 
d^  looked  up  at  him  with  a  mild  curiosity,  said  good 
mon,.ug  and  waUed  with  an  air  of  expectancy  for  him 
o  state  h.s  errand.     Under  pretense  of  throwing  his 
o.g.rette  outs.de,  Jack  turned  and  opened  the  door  six 
■nches  or  so.    The  man  who  had  followed  him  wa, 
going  past,  and  he  did  not  look  toward  the  house.    He 
was  bnsy  reading  a  newspaper  while  he  walked,  but  he 
was  not  the  tall  man  with  the  shrewd  blue  eyes  and  the 

He  closed  the  door  and  turned  again  toward  the  two: 
-d  l^auae  he  knew  he  must  furnish  some  plausible 
rea«>n  for  h,s  presence,  he  said  the  first  thing  that  came 
to  h.s  tongue-the  thing  that  is  always  permissible 
and  always  plausible. 

it  V^''^"  *f  ™  '  ™^'"  ^'  "  ^'o''  '""'■  How  about 
it»  Ji«"  he  «n.led  good-naturedly  and  with  a  secret 
admrrabon  for  his  perfect  aplomb  in  rising  to  the 
emergency.  s    "  me 

"  You'll  ha™  to  ask  Supervisor  Ross  about  that,"  said 
on^  'He's  in  there."  He  turaed  his  thumb  toward 
fte  rear  room,  the  door  of  which  stood  wide  open,  «.d 
bent  agam  over  the  map  he  had  been  studying.    So  far 
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as  these  two  were  concerned,  Jack  had  evidently  ceased 
to  exist.  He  went,  therefore,  to  the  room  where  the 
supervisor  was  at  work  filling  in  a  blank  of  some  kind ; 
and  because  his  impromptu  speech  had  seemed  to  fill 
perfectly  his  requirements,  he  repeated  it  to  Ross  in 
exactly  the  same  tone  of  careless  good  nature,  except  that 
this  time  he  really  meant  part  of  it;  because,  when  he 
came  to  think  of  it,  he  really  did  want  a  job  of  some 
sort,  and  the  very  atmosphere  of  quiet,  unhurried  eflS- 
ciency  that  pervaded  the  place  made  him  wish  that  he 
might  become  a  part  of  it. 

It  was  a  vagrant  wish  that  might  Vuve  died  as  quickly 
as  it  had  been  bom ;  an  impulse  that  had  no  root  in  any 
previous  consideration  of  the  matter.  But  Ross  leaned 
back  in  his  chair  and  was  regarding  him  seriously,  as  a 
possible  employee  of  the  government,  and  Jack  instinc- 
tively squared  his  shoulders  to  meet  the  look. 

Followed  a  few  questions,  which  Jack  answered  as 
truthfully  as  he  dared.  Ross  looked  him  over  again  and 
asked  him  how  he  would  like  to  be  a  fireman.  Whereat 
Jack  looked  bewildered. 

"  What  I  mean  by  that  in  this  case,"  the  supervisor 
explained,  "  is  that  I  could  put  you  up  on  Mount  Hough, 
in  the  lookout  station.  That's  —  do  you  know  anything 
at  all  about  the  Forest  Service,  young  fellow  ? " 

Jade  blushed,  gulped  down  a  lie  and  came  out  with 
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the  truth.     « I  got  in  this  morning,'"  he  said, 
know  a  darned  thing  about  it,  but 
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I  don't 
,1  want  to  get  to  work 
..  something.    And  I  guess  I  can  learn  anything  that 
isn't  too  complicated."  j     '^     "•, 

Ross  langhed  to  himself.    "About  the  most  compli- 
cated  thmg  you'll  have  to  learn,"  he  s«d,  "  ia  how  to  put 
»  your  time.    It'a  hard  to  get  a  man  that  will  stay  at 
lookout  stations.    lonesome  -  that's  all.    It's  .bout 
as  bad  as  bemg  a  sheepherder,  only  you  won't  have  any 
sheep  for  company.    Up  on  Mount  Hough  you'll  have 
to  hve  m  a  little  glass  house  about  the  size  of  this  room 
and  do  your  cooking  on  an  oil  stove.    Your  work  will 
be  watching  your  district  for  fires,  and  reporting  them 
here  -  by  phone.    There's  a  man  up  there  now,  but  he 
doesn  t  want  to  stay.    He's  been  hollering  for  some  one 
to  take  his  place.    You're  entitled  to  four  days  relief 
a  month  -  when  we  send  up  a  man  to  take  your  place. 
Aside  from  that  you'll  have  to  stay  right  up  on  that 
peak,  and  watch  for  fires.    The  fellow  up  there  will 
show  you  how  to  use  the  chart  and  locate  fires  so  you  can 
ten  us  exactly  where  it  is  that  you  see  smoke.    You  can't 
leave  except  when  you're  given  permission  and  some  one 
comes  to  take  your  place.    We  send  up  your  supplies 
and  mail  once  a  week  on  a  pack  horse.    Your  pay  will 
be  seventy  dollars  a  month. 
"  I  don't  want  you  .0  take  it  unl«a  you  feel  pretty 
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sure  you  can  stick.  I'm  tired  of  sending  men  up  there 
for  a  week  or  two  and  having  them  phoning  in  here  a 
dozen  times  a  day  about  how  lonesome  it  is,  then  quitting 
cold.  We  can't  undertake  to  furnish  you  with  amuse- 
ment, and  we  are  too  busy  to  spend  the  day  gossiping 
with  you  over  the  phone  just  to  help  you  pass  the  time." 
He  snapped  his  mouth  together  as  though  he  meant  every 
word  of  it  and  a  great  deal  more.  **  Do  you  want  the 
job  ? "  he  asked  grimly. 

Jack  heard  a  chuckle  from  the  next  room,  and  his 
own  lips  came  together  with  a  snap. 

"  Lead  me  to  it,"  he  said  cheerfully.  "  I'd  stand  on 
my  head  and  point  the  wind  with  my  legs  for  seventy 
dollars  a  month  1  Sounds  to  me  like  a  good  place  to 
save  money  —  what  ?  " 

"  Don't  know  how  you'd  go  about  spending  much  as 
long  as  you  stayed  up  there,"  Ross  retorted  drily.  "  It's 
when  a  man  comes  down  that  his  wages  begin  to 
melt." 

Jack  considered  this  point,  standing  with  his  feet 
planted  a  little  apart  and  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  which 
is  the  accepted  pose  of  the  care-free  scion  of  wealth  who 
is  about  to  distinguish  himself.  He  believed  that  he 
knew  best  how  to  ward  off  suspicion  of  his  motives  in 
thus  exiling  himself  to  a  mountain  top.  He  therefore 
grinned  amiably  at  Boss. 
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What  I  m  looki-g  tor  i,  a  choice  to  make  ,ome  money 
wuhout  any  chance  of  spending  it.  lead  me  to  Z 
...dmo^ntain  with  the  «,cn.HoI.ar  iob  holding  down 

with  I  r  r  "•  *'"°'  '^'"s  y-K  ^""ows 

w.  h  the  .ang,ble  a.r  of  the  town,  and  easy  living  did 
not,  «a  a  ™,Make  kindly  to  living  alone  on  some  m„„n 
tarn  peak     He  stared  „p  into  Jack's  face  nnwinkingly 

J.ok  stared  back,  his  eyes  widening  and  sobering  . 

U  ..^  at  the  j^ofBce,  was  mentally  fitling  ht 
.nto  t.e  descr,pt.on  of  the  auto  bandit  that  was  b.^ 
««  trailed.    Instinctively  he  rose  to  ,1,. 
genoy.  °  ""'  "«»  «™er- 

he  said.       Bemg  alone  won't  bother  me  - 1  always  ]Lt 
^0.,  p,.«y  well  with  myself.    I  want  to  get  IZ 

me  lie  a  good  chance  to  pile  up  a  few  iron  men.    I'm 
8>=«forthelonesomeness.    It's  a  cold  doUars-and^te 


1 


44 


THE  LOOKOUT  MAN 


proposition  with  me."  He  stopped  and  eyed  the  other 
a  minute.  "  Does  that  answer  what's  in  your  mind  ? " 
he  asked  bluntly. 

Forest  Supervisor  Ross  turned  away  his  glance  and 
reached  for  his  pen.  "  That's  all  right,"  he  half  apolo- 
gized. "  I  want  you  to  understand  what  you're  gomg 
up  against,  that  is  all.     What's  your  name  ?  " 

Having  the  question  launched  ai  him  suddenly  like 
that,  Jack  nearly  blurted  out  his  own  name  from  sheer 
force  of  habit.  But  his  tongue  was  his  friend  for  once 
and  pronounced  the  last  word  so  that  Ross  wrote  "  John 
Carew  "  without  hesitation.  And  Jack  Corey,  glancing 
down  as  the  supervisor  wrote,  stifled  a  smile  of  satis- 
faction. 

"  It  happens  to  be  the  day  when  we  usually  send  up 
supplies,"  said  Ross  when  he  had  finished  recording  the 
fact  of  Jack's  employment  as  fireman.  "Our  man 
hasn't  started  yet,  and  you  can  go  up  with  him.  Come 
back  here  in  an  hour,  can  you  ?  There'll  be  a  saddle 
horse  for  you.  Don't  try  to  take  too  much  baggage. 
Suitcase,  maybe.  You  can  phone  down  for  anything 
you  need  that  you  haven't  got  with  you,  you  know.  It 
will  go  up  next  trip.  Clothes  and  grub  and  tobacco  and 
such  as  that  — use  your  own  judgment,  and  common 
sense." 

"All  right.    Er  — thank  you,  sir."    Jack  blushed  a 
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J'lT  '•'•"'""=«-"»»«'  ~"'«y  of  ui.  .„„o,  „d 

turoed  into  tie  cuter  office. 

"Oh-Carew!     Don't  f.ll  ;„,„  „„  f„,,  ^ 
^'""7  rook,  down  into  the  l.ke  ju..  to  aee  L^ 
bounce!    One  fellow  did  that,  .„d  cams  near  g«t^ 
atouriat     You'll  hare  to  be  careful."  ^ 

"  ^  oert«>nly  will,  Mr.  Ross." 

The  other  two  men  gave  hin,  .  friendly  nod,  and 

■8  he  had  tried  to  appear. 


CHAPTER  FIVE 

"  it's  a  long  way  to  TIPPEBABY,"  8AWO  JACK 

■p  II^INO  at  a  steady,  climbing  walk  up  a  winding 
X  V  road  cut  into  the  wooded  mountainside;  with  a 
pack-horse  loaded  with  food  and  new,  cheap  bedding 
which  Jack  had  bought;  with  chipmunks  scunying  over 
the  tree  trunks  that  had  gone  crashing  down  in  some 
storm  and  were  gathering  moss  on  their  rotting  bark; 
with  the  clear,  yellow  sunlight  of  a  mountain  day  in 
apnng  lying  soft  on  the  upper  branches,  Jack  had  a 
queer  sense  of  riding  up  into  a  new,  untroubled  life 
that  could  hold  no  shred  of  that  from  which  he  had  fled. 
His  mother,  stately  in  her  silks  and  a  serenely  unap- 
proachable manner,  which  seemed  always  to  say  to  her 
son  that  she  was  preoccupied  with  her  own  affairs,  and 
that  her  affairs  were  vastly  more  important  than  his 
youthful  interests  and  problems,  swam  vaguely  before 
his  consciousness,  veiled  by  the  swift  passing  of  ever  , 
and  the  abrupt  change  from  city  to  unspoiled  wilder- 
ness. 

When  his  companion  stopped  to  let  the  horses  "get 
their  wind,"  Jack  would  turn  in  the  saddle  and  look 
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back  over  the  network  of  gulches  and  deep  canyons  to 
where  the  valley  peeped  up  at  him  shyly  through  the 
trees,  and  would  think  that  every  step  made  him  that 
much  safer.     He  did  not  face  calmly  the  terror  from 
which  he  had  fled.     Still  mentally  breathless  from  the 
v.-ry  unexpectedness  of  the  catastrophe,  he  shrank  from 
the  thought  of  it  as  if  thinking  would  betray  him.     He 
had  not  so  far  concerned  himself  with  his  future,  except 
as  It  held  the  possibility  of  discovery.     So  he  quizzed 
his  companion  and  got  him  talking  about  the  moun- 
tains over  which  he  was  to  play  guardian  angel. 

He  heard  a  good  deal  about  hunting  and  fishing- 
and  when  they  climbed  a  little  higher,  Hank  Brown' 
pointed  out  to  him  where  a  bear  and  two  half  grown 
cubs  had  been  k-  ed  the  fall  before.  He  ought  to  have 
a  rifle,  said  H.  ..  There  was  always  the  chance  that 
he  ^-ht  get  .  shot  at  a  bear;  and  as  for  deer,  the 
woods  were  full  of  them.  Then  he  told  more  stories 
and  pointed  out  the  very  localitios  where  the  incidents 
had  occurred. 

"  See  that  rocky  peak  over  there  ?  That's  where  the 
bears  hole  up  in  the  winter.  A^etwork  of  caves,  up 
there.  King  Solomon's  the  name  the  people  that  live 
here  call  it~but  it's  down  on  the  map  as  Grizzly 
Peak.  Ain't  any  grizzlies,  though  —  black  bear 
mostly.     They're  smaller  and  they  ain't  so  fighty." 
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It  WM  on  the  tip  of  Jack's  tongue  to  observe  that  a 
man  might  hide  out  here  for  months  and  months  and 
never  be  seen,  much  less  caught;  but  he  checked  him- 
■elf,  and  remarked  only  that  he  would  certainly  have 
to  get  a  gun.  He  would  like,  he  declared,  to  take  home 
some  good  heads,  and  maybe  a  bear  skin  or  two.  He 
forced  himself  to  speak  of  heme  in  the  careless  tout 
of  one  who  has  nothing  to  hide,  but  the  words  left  an 
ache  in  his  throat  and  a  dull  heaviness  in  his  cheat. 

Hank  Brown  went  on  talking  and  saw  nothing  wrong 
with  his  mood.  Indeed,  he  never  saw  anything  wrong 
with  a  man  who  would  listen  to  Hank'  hunting  and 
fiahing  stories  and  not  bore  him  with  ;-t  iriea  of  his  own 
prowess.  Wherefore,  Jack  was  left  alone  in  peace  to 
fight  the  sudden,  nauseating  wave  of  homesickness,  and 
in  a  little  while  found  himseli  listening  to  the  steady 
monotone  of  Hank  Brown's  voice. 

So,  they  came  to  a  tiny,  sunken  meadow,  one  side  of 
which  was  fenced  with  poles,  rimmed  round  with  hills 
set  thick  with  heavy  timber.  On  the  farther  side  of 
the  meadow,  almost  hidden  from  sight,  was  a  square 
log  cabin,  solid,  gloomily  shaded  and  staring  empty- 
eyed  at  a  tiny,  clear  stream  where  the  horses  scared  an 
eight-inch  trout  out  of  a  pool  when  they  lowered  eager 
noses  to  drink  thirstily. 

After  that  they  climbed  up  into  a  more  open  coun- 
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II..A  B„w„,  w„  ^  t,„  ^^__  .    - 

•wo  irh  1    .""  "■"  '"""■"  °*  "'"'  '-kad  like 
'WO  .ll.h.p«l  .hor,  foot  of  .  „.„  „.,ii       ,„         J; 

tat  he  h.d  «.roely  enough  money  left  in  hi,  poeket  to 

ned  the  nfle  .ero«  ,he  «.ddle  in  front  „f  «„  .^j 
fingered  the  hutt  pridefully  while  hi.  eyee  wen.  11 

had  c™,ed  the  trail  that  morning     The  ml. 
»eMion  of  the  rifle  bent  ki.         ?  '^ 

rather  th.„  7  "°^  '"""^  adventure 

™.h.thn  concealment.    He  did  not  think  now  of  the 
ookont  ,ut.on  a,  a  refuge  ao  much  .,  a  anug  lair  in 
the  hear,  of  .  wonderful  hunting  ground.         ' 
He  wanted  to  hear  more  about  the  bear  and  deer 

Hank  waa  no  longer  in  the  mood  for  recounti^hi,  ad- 
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ventures.  Hank  was  congratulating  himself  upon  sell- 
ing that  rifle,  which  had  lately  shown  a  tendency  to 
jam  if  he  worked  the  lever  too  fast;  and  was  trying  to 
decide  just  what  make  and  calibre  of  rifle  he  would 
buy  with  the  money  now  in  his  pocket;  and  he  was 
grinning  in  his  sleeve  at  the  ease  with  which  he  had 
"stung"  this  young  tenderfoot,  who  was  unsuspect- 
ingly going  up  against  a  proposition  which  Hank,  with 
all  his  love  for  the  wild,  would  never  attempt  of  his 
own  free  will. 

At  first  sight,  the  odd  little  glass  observatory, 
perched  upon  the  very  tip-top  of  all  the  wilderness 
around,  fascinated  Jack.  He  had  never  credited  him- 
self with  a  streak  of  idealism,  nor  even  with  an  imag- 
ination, yet  his  pulse  quickened  when  they  topped  the 
last  steep  slope  and  stood  upon  the  peak  of  the  world 
—  this  immediate,  sunlit  world. 

The  unconcealed  joy  on  the  face  of  the  lookout  when 
they  arrived  did  not  mean  anything  at  all  to  him.  He 
stood  taking  great  breaths  of  the  light,  heady  air  that 
seemed  to  lift  him  above  everything  he  had  ever  known 
and  to  place  him  a  close  neighbor  of  the  clouds. 

"  This  is  great ! "  he  said  over  and  over,  baring  his 
head  to  the  keen  breeze  that  blew  straight  out  of  the 
violet  tinted  distance.  "Believe  me,  fellows,  this  is 
simply  great!  " 
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lier  over  there!     «:»,«'  ^         "^^^  ** 

tnerei     bhes  sure  on  the  nerJf    laa*  j 

«o-jou  can  have  her  fn  '  *^^^  ''^ 

alon/with  th«  .         '^"'P'^^-     ^  ^<^°^t«  I^er 

"o  witn  tne  sun-parlor  anH  fV,«     -i    . 

telescope  and  .he  view    Id  t        "     '"""  ""'^  *» 

luck     H„„  •*'"' I  wsh  you  all  kinds  of 

^ck.    How  ,oou  you  g„i„g  i„„i   3 

better  be  showing  this  fellow  how  to  use  tt      T 

■naybe  you'd  like  something  .0  eat     it,    n      !         " 
-dy  to  hi.  .he  ..ail,  rnS"  ""*"'  "'"' 

.  W^JblTr  °'^  "*  '^"''"  '»»-'  — «»d  on 
'•^g^  table,  was  a  detail  man  of  «ll  fV.^ 

sight  of  the  station -andTJ'^"'*^^^ 

miles  of  un  .nA   A  "'""''*  ^  S^^  ^^^7 

^  ot  up  and  down  scenery.     Over  it  «   a]    ^ 

wh,v.l.  rt  *        .  ™  "'"'^  *"'  the  number  by 

whu=h  that  particula,  spot  was  designated.  ^ 

Now  yon  see  suppose  there's  a  fire  starts  a.  Ma. 
»ok-or  along  ,n  there,"  Ed,  the  I«,kout  fireman 
«pla«ed,  po-nting  to  a  distant  wrinkle  in  the  ZS 
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green  distance,  "you  swing  this  pointer  till  it's  draw- 
ing a  bead  on  the  smoke,  and  then  you  phone  in  the 
number  of  the  section  it  picks  up  on  the  chart.     The 
lookout  on  Claremont,  he'll  draw  a  bead  on  it  too,  and 
phone  in  his  number— see?    And  where  them  two 
numbers  intersect  on  the  chart,  there's  your  fire,  boy." 
Jack  studied  the  chart  like  a  boy  investiga'ting  a 
new  mechanical  toy.    He  was  so  interested  that  he  for- 
got himself  and  pushed  his  hair  straight  back  off  his 
forehead  with  the  gesture  that  had  become  an  uncon- 
scious mannerism,  spoiling  utterly  the  plastered  effect 
which  he  had  with  so  much  pains  giren  to  his  hair. 
But  Hank  and  the  fireman  were  neither  suspicious  nor 
observing,  and  only  laughed  at  his  exuberance,  which 
they  believed  was  going  to  die  a  violent  death  when 
Jack  had  spent  a  night  or  two  there  alona 

" Is  thai  aU  I  have  to  do? "  he  demanded,  when  he 
had  located  a  half  dozen  imaginary  fires. 

«  That's  all  you  get  paid  for  doing,  but  that  ain't  all 
you  have  to  do,  by  a  long  shot! "  the  fireman  retorted 
significantly.  But  he  would  not  explain  until  he  had 
packed  his  bed  on  the  horse  that  had  brought  up  Jack's 
bedding  and  the  fresh  supplies,  and  was  ready  to  go 
down  the  mountain  with  Hank.  Then  he  looked  at 
Jack  pityingly. 

"Well  — you  sure  have  got  my  sympathy,  kid.     I 
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Keep  from  going  omy.    So  long." 

Jack  stood  on  a  littU  iiitt;^^    •        i 

°  jmting  pinnacle  of  rock  mA 
watched  them  ou.  of  ,igb.    He  thought  the  g^t  c" 

eup  of  Cay  and  rook,;  and  that  Ciy^tal  take,  reflect- 
mg  the  craggy  slope  from  the  deeps  below,  was  like 
Wneing  ,„  «^e  hottom  of  the  cup.  He  picked  „p  a  ^l 
the  size  of  his  fist  and  drew  back  his  arm  for  Jl™ 
«memhe,^  what  the  supervi«.r  had  told  Z^Zl 
^^wing  s.         i^to  the  lake,  and  dropped  the  tl' 

atn^rriSr"'''""'^'"-""— 

Ho  Wed  away  to  the  northw^t,  where  Mount  Las- 

h?.        '  i*^  ~'™"  "'  '^'°'  «^«y''t  ^PO'  trailing 
h.gh  into  the  air,  and  thought  how  little  he  h,i  « 

Venic,,  wading  out  and  diving  under  the  breakers  just 

chartered  with  hum«ii,y  at  play.    He  had  blandly  ex- 
pected t.  go  on  playing  there  whenever  the  m  JJa 
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^.j  bunch  invited.  Night  before  last  he  had  danced 
—  and  he  had  drunk  much  wine,  and  had  made  im- 
pulsive love  to  a  girl  he  had  never  seen  in  his  life 
Lvitil  just  before  he  had  held  her  in  his  arms  as  they 
went  swaying  and  gliding  and  dipping  together  across 
the  polished  floor,  carefree  as  the  gulls  outside  on  the 
sand.  Night  before  last  he  had  driven  home  —  but  he 
winced  there,  and  pulled  his  thoughts  back  from  that 
drive. 

Here  were  no  girls  to  listen  to  foolish  speeches;  no 
wine,  no  music,  no  boom  of  breakers,  no  gulls.  There 
never  would  be  any.  He  was  as  far  from  all  that  as 
though  he  had  taken  flight  to  the  moon.  There  was 
no  sound  save  the  whisperirg  rush  of  the  wind  that 
blew  over  the  bare  mountain  top.  He  was  above  the 
pines  and  he  could  only  faintly  hear  the  murmur  of 
their  branches.  Below  him  the  world  lay  hushed,  silent 
with  the  silence  of  far  distances.  The  shadows  that 
lay  on  the  slope  and  far  canyons  moved  like  ghosts 
across  the  tumbled  wilderness. 

For  a  minute  the  immensity  of  silence  and  blue  dis- 
tance lulled  his  thoughts  again  with  the  feeling  of  se- 
curity and  peace.  He  breathed  deep,  his  nostrils  flared 
like  a  thoroughbred  horse,  his  face  turned  this  way 
and  that,  his  eyes  drinking  deep,  satisfying  draughts 
of  a  beauty  such  as  he  had  never  before  known.     His 


A  LONG  WAY  TO  TIPPERARY      w 

ii|«  w.«  parted  a  little,  half  ™Uiag  at  the  wonderful 
kindness  of  fate,  that  had  picked  him  up  and  set  him 
away  np  here  at  the  top  o'  the  world. 

He  glanced  downward,  to  his  right     There  went 
^o  ohjects- three,  he  counted  them  a  moment  later. 
He  stepped  inside,  snatched  up  the  telescope  and  fo- 
•^JX  eagerly  on  the  slow-moving,  black  specks. 
Why    ftere  went  Hank  Brown  and  the  fireman,  Ed 
■omeb^iy  «,d  the  pack  horse  with  Ed's  bedding  lashed 
on  ite  back.    For  perhaps  a  mile  he  watched  them  g,. 
■ng  down  through  the  manzanita  and  buck  brush  Z 
ward  the  massed  line  of  bals«n  firs  that  marked  the 
nearest  edge  of  the  heavy  timber  line. 

So  aat  was  the  trail  that  led  up  to  his  eyrie!  He 
marked  .t  weU,  thinking  that  it  might  be  a  good  plan 
to  keep  an  eye  on  that  trail,  in  case  an  officer  came 
lookmg  for  him  here. 

H,  watched  Hank  and  Ed  go  down  into  the  balsam 

.Ttl      r    ^      ™  ""P'  "^^  '^^  'J»™  ^  dope 
to  tt.e  edge  <rf  the  thicket  where  they  had  disappeared. 

He  watched  the  shadows  until  they  gave  him  a  vague 
feeling  of  discomfort  and  loneliness.  He  turned  away 
and  lodked  down  into  the  bottom  of  the  mountain's 
™p.  The  lake  lay  darkling  there,  hooded  with  shad- 
ows I,ke  a  nun,  tie  snow  barics  at  the  edge  indicating 
the  l»md  of  white  against  the  calm  face.    It  looked 
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cold  and  lonesome  down  there;  terribly  cold  and  lone- 
some. 

Mount  Lassen,  when  he  sent  a  comfort-seeking  glance 
that  way,  sent  up  a  spurt  of  grayish  black  smoke  with 
a  vicious  suddenness  that  made  him  jump.  With 
bulging  eyes  he  Avatched  it  mount  higher  and  higher 
until  he  held  his  breath  in  fear  that  it  would  never 
stop.  He  saw  the  column  halt  and  spread  and 
fall.  .  .  . 

When  it  was  over  he  became  conscious  of  itching 
pahns  where  his  nails  had  dug  into  them  and  left  little 
red  marks.  He  discovered  that  he  was  shaking  as  with 
a  nervous  chill,  and  that  his  knees  were  bending  under 
him.  He  sent  a  wild-eyed  glance  to  the  still,  purple 
lake  down  there  where  the  snowbanks  lingered,  though 
it  was  the  middle  of  May;  to  the  far  hills  that  were 
purpling  ahmdy  with  the  dropping  of  the  sun  behind 
the  high  peaks;  to  the  manzanita  slope  where  the  trail 
lay  in  shadow  now.  It  was  terribly  still  and  empty  — 
this  piled  wilderness. 

He  turned  and  humed  into  his  little  glass-sided 
house  and  shut  the  door  behind  him,  A  red  beam  of 
the  sinking  sun  shone  in  and  laid  a  bar  of  light  across 
the  chart  like  a  grin. 

The  silence  wag  terrible.  The  emptiness  pressed 
upon  him  like  a  weight  that  crushed  from  him  his 
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»d  fef  h„„  old  .„d  weak  and  faded,  a  shadow  of  hu 

S.ealth.Iy  a.  if  ho  wo«  afraid  of  aome  tLblo 
^.po  ro.oh.ng  out  of  a,o  ai,e.oo,  hia  hand  wit 
tho  tolophone  reoeiver.  He  clutched  it  aa  d«w„i„. 
fi^iera  dutch  at  seaweed.  He  leaned  and  jerkeTZ 
^ejver  .0  his  ea,  and  waited  for  the  hun.  J™^^ 
w^d  bnng  hun  once  »o«  into  the  world  of  men. 
He  d.d  not  know  then  that  the  telephone  was  the  kind 

to  catch  the  heavenly  sound  of  a  human  voice. 

2«h.ng  that  stiffened  it  into  the  courage  of  a  man. 

ttl       ..'  "^^  ^  "'*  *«  ""*  «■»'  'toed 

^r.     :    r'^  '""'"^  "^^  '^'^^  '»"•  "»  hook- 

mol  „  »^"i     '^'  '"'•  ""°  »■''  ^^  -"  W' 
mouth  pulled  down  at  the  come™,  he  stood  leaning 

back  agau^t  the  desk  shelf  and  fo«ed  himself  to  look 

.ght  twinkled  now  like  a  fallen  star.    After  a  while 
he  found  that  he  could  see  once  more  the  beauty,  Jd 

rr      .    L      ™  °°*  e«^*o^  bluffed  by  the 
«l»o^  he  began  to  whistle.    And  the  tune  cLed 
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with  it  an  impish  streak  of  that  grim  humor  in  which, 
so  they  tell  us,  the  song  was  horn.  It  is  completely  out 
of  date  now,  that  song,  hut  then  it  was  being  sung 
around  the  world.  And  sometimes  it  was  whistled  just 
as  Jack  was  whistling  it  now,  to  brace  a  man's  courage 
against  the  press  of  circumstances. 

"  It's  a  long  way  to  Tipperary,"  sang  Jack,  when 
he  had  whistled  the  chorus  twice;  and  grinned  at  the 
joke  upon  himself.  After  that  he  began  to  fuss  with  the 
oil  stove  and  to  experiment  with  the  food  they  had  left 
him,  and  whistled  deliberately  all  the  while. 

In  this  wise  Jack  Corey  lost  himself  from  his  world 
and  entered  into  his  exile  on  a  mountain  top. 


CHAPTER  SIX 

MISS   B08E  FO&WABD 

rpiMES  were  none  too  prosperous  with  the  Martha 
A     Washington  Beauty  Shop,  upon  the  sixth  floor 
of  a  Broadway  building.    In  the  hairdressing  parlor 
half  the  long  rows  of  chairs  reached  out  empty  arms 
except  during  the  rush  hours  of  afternoon;  even  then 
mipatient  patrons  merely  sprinkled  the  room  with  little 
oases  of  activity  while  the  girls  busied  themselves  with 
tidymg  shelves  already  immaculate,  and  prinking  be- 
fore the  mirrors  whenever  they  dared.     An  air  of  un- 
certainty pervaded  the  plac.e,  swept  in  by  the  rumor 
hat  the  shop  was  going  to  cut  down  its  force  of  opera- 
tors.    No  one  knew,  of  course,  the  exact  truth  of  the 
n^atter,  but  that  made  it  all  the  worse. 

"'For  one  shall  be  taken  and  the  other  left,'"  a 
blonde  girl  quoted  ^o  a  dismal  little  group  at  the 
window  that  looked  ,  over  the  city.  «  Has  any  one 
neard  any  more  about  it  ? " 

"Rumley  has  been  checking  up  the  appointment 
lists,  all  morning,"  a  short,  fat  girl  with  henna-auburn 
iiair  piled  high  on  her  head  reported  cheerfully.     «  Of 
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course,  yon  could  never  get  a  word  out  of  A^r^but 
I  know  what  8he  is  up  to.     The  girls  that  have  the 
most  steady  patrons  will  stay,  of  course.     I'm  certainly 
glad  I  kidded  that  old  widow  into  thinking  she's  puh- 
fectly  stunning  with  her  hair  hennaed.     She  don't  trust 
anybody  but  me  to  touch  it  up.    And  she's  good  for 
a  scalp  and  facial  and  manicure  eveiy  week  of  her 
life,  besides  getting  her  hair  dressed  every  Saturday 
anyway,  and  sometimes  oftener  when  she's  going  out 
And  she  always  has  a  marcelle  after  a  shampoo.    She'd 
quit  coming  if  I  left  _  she  told  me  so  last  week.     She 
thmks  I'm  there  on  massages.     And  then  I've  got  sev- 
nil  others  that  ask  for  me  regular  as  they  come  in. 
You  know  that  big,  fat  — " 

"Miss  Rose  forward,"  the  foreman's  crisp,  business- 
like  voice  interrupted. 

Miss  Rose  began  nervously  pulling  her  corn-colored 
hair  mto  the  latest  plastered  effect  on  her  temples. 
This  isn't  any  appointment.     I  wonder  if  somebody 
asked  for  me,  or  if  Rumley  — " 

"Well,  kid  her  along,  whoever  she  is,  and  talk  a  lot 
about  her  good  points.  You  never  can  tell  when  some 
old  girl  18  going  to  pull  a  lot  of  patronage  your  way  " 
the  fat  girl  advised  practically.  «  TeU  'em  your  nan^e 
and  suggest  that  they  call  for  you  next  time.  You've 
got  to  get  wise  to  the  trick  of  holding  what  you  get. 
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Beat  it,  Vmo      Uing  .,„„  „„...  fc,, 
Kumley,  and  she',  go,  ,he  axe.  rememl>er." 
Thu,  adjured,  Mi^Hoae  beat  i,,  .„m^  „^„ 

..her  apngh.,,  ,«W„,  „„„,„  „„,       ,     ^^       ^  « 

V  .       "^  '"'■ ''"'  "ff  -"•  »««  'egwding  her- 

aWirrt  '"  •'"  "'""''  ''°"'''™^  '"«"■"  »"e 
frj»d,  advaaed,  or  let  it  alone  a.  her  brother  Fred  i„. 

Mi«  Eoao  was  ,00  bua;  «,„„ti^  o„„„„^  ,„ 

t-oe  who  w«„  her  chair  until  she  had  oo^eelc^ 

Why,  hello,  Kate,"  she  aaid  then.     "I  waa  iua. 
wondering  what  had  beeon.o  of  you." 

"Oh,  IVe  been  so  busy,  Marion.    I  j„,t  had  to 
T^.  ""'  '""«  '"''•^  "'  -™.    Tou  weren'   out  .0  n.y 

"el    Do  you  think  that  I  ought  .0  touch  up  my  hair 

tat  you  know  appearance  counts  everything  with  an 
.ud..ce_untU  one  logins  to  speak.    Tr^sa^toW 

«th  a  handful  of  hairpins  to  place  in  the  little  bo, 
on  the  dre«u«  ahelf,  and  spoke  confidential  in  th. 


•»  THE  LOOKOUT  MAN 

ZtfJV'""'    "''•  ""''  '^y  »^"--  to  knock 

•ajs     Ha.r  D^^ed  at  Your  O^  Ki«k .  ^ugbt  to  nay 
to  :your  own  sorrow.'     If  von  «^«rf  ,     »     «  '  ^o  say, 
it  UD  or  (f  1    I      .      /    ^  '  ^°"  ''^  «°t  to  keep 

"P  or    t  Iook«  s.mp]y  frightful.     And  if  vou  keen 
»t  up  It  juat  ruins  your  Lair     V.     u  '^ 

hair    Kate  J"     c».     ^V  ^°»  ^ave  auch  mce 

air,  Kate  Fhe  picked  up  a  aterilized  brush  and 
H^an  stroking  Kate's  hair  soothingly  It  wa«  Z  \ 
nice  hair     It  ""K'7-     it  was  not  such 

nice  hair.     It  was  very  ordinary  hair  of  a  somewhat 
nonde      pt  .,,,^  hut  Kate  was  her  dearest  ^I 
and  pr        ,,  ,,  ,,^  ^^^^^^^.^^^      ^,  ^^^^^  , 

: laU  "  "'^'  ""^^^  ^'  ^--^  ^-«^'  -  a  cu'rl, 

"  What,"  Kate  retorted  nertlv     "  T....  t 
-m.  T  ,.11.  ^  ,       »  litniy.       Just  fuss  around 

wiile  I  talk  to  you,  Marion.    I_" 

"Humlej-  won't  stand  for  fussing.    IVe  «,t  .„  A 

nothing  sHe  can  recc^i^  acro^'tJlf   Hot 

bout  a  scalp  I    You  can  talk  while  I  massa^,!,  ftel 

1 11  ^ow  you  a  porf^tly  „^,,^  „.^  .„  ^  you      a 

Hoi  do"";:;  rk  '^"^  *°^  '"'  "-'  '^^"^  ^- 

xiow  ao  you  like  mine  today  ? " 

"  Why,  I  like  it  tremendously  I  "     Kate  gave  her  an 
appraising  glance  in  the  mirror     «  It'«  ,nJl 
imi'f,*f2    TT      1  .  ^t  8  something  new, 

ZI^\5T'"^ """''•  """''y"-'  Marion*    The; 
ch.^  awful  prices  here-b„t  their  ,„nie  has  dole 

-y  hair  so  much  g«Kil    Listen,  could  yon  get  off  e.^^ 
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tod.^?    I  .imply  m«.t  talk  to  you.    A  perfectly  ,^ 
o.«.dou.  opportunity  1,„  li.er.lly  f.lleu  ou,  „./  ^a 
Lr/™  .o  benefit  by  it  ^^     A  frieud  of 'Cg 
our  attention  .„  i,    Tbi.  friend  want,  to  J  i„  Tn  ^ 

«    ana  attend  to  the  aasessmontg.     AH  the 

:"i:Tj;rjrrLr--"-"™'-- 
me..o.,y..n.j-/-— ---^ 

heunanua^  Marion,    Would  it  bo  worth  wbiler- 

Kate  J",        ,*  """  """"  '"«'■'*''  y""'  hair, 

Kate-and  lot,  „f  nice  women  havo  them.    But  you'U 

And  it'e  good  for  tbe  hair,  too.    It—" 
"  Fred  ia  «,  diaagreeable  about  auch  thing,.    But  if 

It  couldn't  be  told »    c-  .    i. 

.  DO  told—      Kate  b(«an  to  doubt  again. 
I'oes  It  coat  extra  ? "  -««'". 

briir^.T"*""'  "  '''*'  *•"«»■'<»  the  hair.     It 
bnng.^^out  the  natural  color- there  ia  an  auburn 

"  But  I  really  meant  to  have  a  manicure  today    And 
«  -'t  ...k  in  the  manicure  parlor  -  those tl^r! 
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crowded  f^her  „I    r™  .  .^e-dou,  lot  to  teU 
you,  too.     Which  would  you  have,  Marion  ?  " 

M«s  B«e  dutifully  considered  the  matter  while  she 
contmued  the  scalp  massage    Before  they  had  decided 
definitely  upon  the  extravagance  of  a  henna  rinse,  which 
was  only  a  timid  sort  of  experiment  and  at  best  a  mere 
oomprom.se  art  and  nature,  Marion  had  applied  the 
tonic    It  seemed  a  shame  to  waste  that  now  with  a 
shampoo,  and  she  did  not  dare  to  go  for  another  dish  of 
the  tome;  so  Kate  sighed  and  consoled  herself  with  . 
dollar  saved,  and  went  without  the  manicure  alsa 

Rather  incoherently  she  retimed  to  her  subject,  but 
^  id  not  succeed  in  giving  Miss  Eose  anything  ^ore 
W  a  confused  idea  of  a  trip  somewhere  that  would 
reaUy  be  an  outing  and  a  tremendous  opportunity  to 
make  ^ousands  of  dollars  with  very  little  effort  This 
sounded  aUuring.     Marion  mentally  cancelled  a  date 

to  meet  Kate  at  six  o'cl«=k,  and  hear  more  aboutT 

In  the  candy  shop  where  they  ate,  her  mind  was 
even  more  receptive  to  tremendous  opportunities  for 

the  d.str.c  .on  of  a  beauty  parlor,  Kate  fonjot  to  use 
Her^re^y  modulated,  el^tiona^yvoic,  and  bu^ 


.        ^^SS  HOSE  FOKWAKD  «, 

"ft's  away  up  in  the  northern  Dart  nf  A   o. 
^i"^  in  the  mountain.     Z  T  "''  "^ 

*»-«  .0  be  t^endonarvai -T  •  ""'^'  '"""'  "^ 
And  this  tract  of  beautiful  r.  "'"''  ^  *"=«• 

flamed  -  or  aometMn        .  *  "^  ""'  ^  ^^  -""I 

^'"u.htb.theimJrit^r^irdt""' 

fessor  explain  it  all  tn  m.        •  ^  *^®  P^ 

"».  so  I  oouid  L;,C      '^"''  ^'^'  '  '»^'  ">«  Ma. 

--^ahundreddr^::::;::,--;'^™ 

giP*^  ioles  around  on  it    or  »      °'  ""^'^-Just  dig- 

'^-^Hund^doiwi:,— :^-7■^.aar 
«^r^--»--riti,_::<,:^^th:r 

ela'STLtTe^-  ^^  y  ■■  Marion  e.- 

«e:-:7Lrd;:^ir;cr^r^^^^^ 

««id  it     «  But      ^    J"^«°e8s  just  from  the  way  she 
Kater.3het^:^ri2;'«-o.ta..e,ea«. 

--.^  i*:ortr  °'  '''  ^^  "-  ■'''  "■  «.e  S™ 
«F,„  ;    ?  "'"*'"'' ""^y^"^.  Marion." 

"'""'^''""-'-'^ofdiggingho.e.inthe 
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ground  I"  Marion  gasped,  giggling  a  little.     "Good 
night  I  " 

"Now  please  wait  until  you  hear  the  rest  of  it! " 
Kate's  tone  sharpened  a  little  with  imp*itience.  She 
moved  a  petulant  elbow  while  a  tired  waitress  placed 
two  glasses  of  water  and  a  tiny  plate  of  white  and 
brown  bread  upon  the  table.  The  minute  the  girl's 
back  was  turned  upon  them  she  cast  a  cautious  eye 
around  the  clattering  throng  and  leaned  forward. 

"  ^^^'^  ^^"  -  ^en  with  a  little  capital  -  are  going 
into  It,  and  pay  Fred  and  the  professor  for  doing  their 
assessment  work.     Four  five-hundreds  will  make  two 
thousand  dollars  that  we^U  get  out  of  them,  just  for 
looking    after   their    interests.     And    we'll    have    our 
twenty  acres  apiece  of  timber -and  you've  no  idea 
what  a  tremendous  lot  of  money  that  will  bring,  con- 
sidenng  the  investment.     Fred's  worked  so  hard  lately 
that  he's  all  run  down  and  looks  miserable.     The  doc- 
tor told  him  the  mountains  would  do  him  a  worid  of 
good.     And  the  professor  wants  to  do  something  defi- 
nite and  practical  -  they  are  filling  up  the  coUege  with 
student-teachers,  willing  to  teach  some  certain  subject 
for  the  instruction  they'll  get   in  some  other -and 
they're  talking  about  cutting  the  professor's   salary. 
He  says  he  will  not  endure  another  cut -he  simply 
cannot,  and  — " 


67 


MISS  ROSE  FORWARD 

*"^^  support  au  elocutionist?" 
"  Now,  hush  I     It  isn't  — » 
;;Do  I  draw  any  salary  as  chaperone,  Kate?" 

^OW,    If  you    don't    stop,    I'J]    iiot    t^n    ^ 

thinir'"     Ka*^  *    .        •     ^'  °°*  *^"  Jo«  another 

onnT-         T  '  ''^  °^  ^«^«^  t-  i^elp  hide  a  little 

confusion,  clutching  meutaJJv  .t  ,u 

>f  the  scheme.     "  m  r  ^"""'^^^^  ^^*"i^« 

o^ut-me.        where  was  I  ?  " 

"  Cutting  Doug's  salary      Is  it  „r. 

or  UD  in  th.  «.  :      .  P  ^°  »  mountain, 

"r  up  m  the  State,  that  von  «n.M  +i        . 

»ch  ho.  nigto  a,  we>e  having  H:         '^'"'  ^™  -»  - 

"It's  up  both,"  Kate  stated  briefly     "  Y™,M  . 
It,  Marion.     There's  a  I„„  I,  ,  **  '°™ 

i»  a  trout  strear  Audi,      ?  "'"  "''"  "^''^  " 

Tourists  ino*  /;    7    •      ,  ^o»g— the  professor, 

-ruunsis  just  flock  in  there      An.^  ,.;  ux 

".^  -uutaiu,  ,,,i„  wa,.„/dl  tlr/"  r"  "' 

-  -aie,  Mariou,    Aud  ,re!t  t:!     'Lt  Zt  W' 

-you  eau  *e  them  swimming  all  arouj  i„      .    f 

'be  water  is  «,  dear      4ud  th  °°''' 

a»d  „„  bottom     Tl       1  "  ""  '"'"'  °'  O""^'' 

«s  tne  tkr,  the  man  told  the  professor     T.'= 

".at  the,  aetuall,  call  it  C^sta' tl3 >;    "^"*" 

'"anon  m  her  crooning  voice.     "  A  lake 
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iike  that  on  ,„p  of  ,  „„„„,^i^  _  .^ 

doem't  it  sound  like  heaven  ?  "     si,    i.  ' 

■»c  neaven  t       .She  began  to  nick  the 

pmeapple  out  of  her  fruit  salad   d„Kl„  u 

•    ,,  „  ,.  ,      '"■"  »»'»'".  dabbing  each  raorsel 

■n  the  tiny  mound  of  whipped  cream. 

"VVe'd  need  some  outing  clothes,  of  course.    I've 
been  tUnking  that  a  couple  of  plain  khaki  suits-y" 
kuow-and  these  leggings  that  lace  down  the  side 
would  be  all  we'd  reall,  need.     I  wish  you'd  go  „„; 
home  with  me  instead  of  going  to  a  show     FreLm 

an  1  can.     If  ,t  »,«,  a  difBcult  stanza  of 
B^wning  ,ow      but  I  haven't  much  talent  for  busi- 

about  ths  before  you  really  say  yes  or  no.     And  it's 
^.me  you  had  some  real  object  in  life-time  you  si 

just  the  way  you  are,  dear,  but  for  your  own  sake 

TchT '""  r  '"■" ""  ^™-'^ «--' " "  0^ 

»uch  upon  impulse.  I  couldn't  bear  to  go  off  with- 
out you,  and  stay  a  whole  year,  maybe -but  if"!, 
should  p,,  ..ot  knowing  just  what  it  ...      ■  T 

like    .„,!  fU       V.     ,■  *"'  So-ng  to  be 

W<e    an,|  then  be  disappointed  -  you  see,  dear,  you 
might  come  to  blaming  poor  Kate." 

"Why  I  wouldn't  do  anything  of  the  kind!    Even 

ut         °"*  '°  •"  "■"=*'"«  I  <•'<•■>•'  ™re  for,  i, 
would  t«  so  much  better  than  staying  here  with  ;ou 
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gone,  that  I  don't  see  how  I  could  m"  ^ 
You  know,  Kate  I'n,  i.  .  "^  ''^'^  ^"«^- 

,  iiate,  I  m  just  crazy  about  the  country     Fd 
like  to  sleep  right  outside!     And  I  thinl.    T 
is  the  dearest  way  to  liye       T  I  "    "^  ''*^" 

l^ike,  wouldn't  we^-lup  ToT'T     ^^'^^     ^^  ^'^ 

IVe  got  enough  ^^"  "°^  «"  "0"°d- 

^>  got  enough  money  to  buy  a  gun    and  if  ,u      > 

-7  hunting  around  there,  we'll  hunT'  r!     . 

my  heart  I'm  «Jnt    +■  ^^*^'  <^o^  in 

yway,     she  added  straightforwardly    "  T  d„„., 
P-e  ni  1.  at  the  Martha  ™„h  ,o.l     Th  !>       "^ 

a"the:rjr::r.hit"^"""^*'°^- 

»(5ain  in  the  fall.  I  Iw^'  'f  .  ">"-' =-«»'  b^- 
ti»e  of  the  year  so  Id  1  t^  '"  ""'"''"  ''"*'  ""^ 
one  of  the  i  1    ^  T^t":  T:  '°  ^  ""'  «» 

tWng  With  ao.e  of  the  girl  IVl,'"""  °!  """^ 
snm^fk-  ,  ^      '       "  ^*^1  around  until 

»omethmg  opened  up  i„  ,he  fall.     And  even  if  -  o    . 
«■  your  bathing  suit  all  dav    K„  '       "^ 

by  without  speeding  a  mttl!:":-™"^"''--''^' 

-o::!irhr:r:i:rerTnr"-^- 

dnn'f  ,.^  ^        ^  '^'^o  even  —  whv 

dont  you  come  on  out  anywav    i\U  ^ 

start?     We  could  nJ  J'         ""^  ^*  ""^^^  <« 


•^^g^HfS; 
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didn't  wait  for  the  Uaitha  to  let  you  go  but  gave  them  ♦ 
notice  instead  ? "  o  t 

"Quit  before  I'm  invited  to  leave?    I  believe  Pd 
better  do  that,  Kate.    It  won't  be  half  bad  to  spring 
^t  on  the  girls  that  I'm  going  up  in  the  mountains  for 
the  summer.     I'll  talk  about  that  lake  till -say   I'm 
just  wild  to  start.     How  soon  do  .you  think  it  will  be  ? 
Fred  will  have  to  teach  me  how  to  trout-fish  -  or  what- 
ever you  call  it.     Only  think  of  stepping  out  of  our 
log  cabin  and  catching  trout,  just  any  time  you  want 
to.     And,  Kate,  I  really  am  going  to  buy  a  gun.    Down 
on  Spring,  in  that  sporting-goods  house -you  know 
the  one  on  the  comer- they  have  got  the  cutest  rifles! 
And  by  the  way,  they  had  some  of  the  best  looking  out- 
ing suits  in  the  window  the  other  day.     I'm  going  in 
there  when  I  come  down  in  the  morning." 

"  Let  Fred  advise  you  about  the  rifle  before  you 
buy.  Fred's  tremendously  clever  about  nature  stuff 
Marion.  He'll  know  just  what  you  want.  I  think 
a  gun  will  maybe  be  necessary.  You  know  there  are 
bear  — " 

"  Oh,  good  night !  "  cried  Marion.  But  in  the  next 
breath  she  added,  "  I  wonder  if  there  are  any  nice 
hunters  after  the  bears !  " 
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CHAPTER  SEVEN 

aVABDlAN    OP   THE   FORESTS 

Ji\  mid  July  the  pines  and  spruces  and  firs  have 
A  lost  their  pale  green  fingertips  which  thej  wave  to 
the  world  in  spring,  and  have  settled  down  to  the  placid 
business  of  growing  new  cones  that  shall  bear  the  seed 
of  future  forests  as  stately  as  these.     On  the  shadowed 
needle^^arpeted  slopes  there  is  always  a  whispery  kind 
of  cahn;  the  calm  of  Nature  moving  quietly  about  her 
appomted    tasks,   without   haste   and   without   nncer- 
tamty,  mitom  by  doubts  or  fears  or  futile  questioning; 
like  a  broad-souled,  deep-bosomed  mother  contentedly 
reanng  her  young  in  a  sheltered  home  where  love  abides 
m  the  peace  which  passeth  understanding. 

Gray  squirrels,  sleek  and  bright-eyed  and  graceful 
always,  lope  over  the  brown  needles,  intent  upon  some 
urgent  business  of  their  own.     Noisy  little  chipmunks 
sit  up  and  nibble  nervously  at  dainties  thev  have  found 
and  flirt  their  tails  and  gossip,  and  scold  the  carping 
bluejays  that  peer  down  from  overhanging  branches. 
Perhaps  a  hoot  owl  in  the  hollow  trees  overhead  opens 
amber  eyes  and  blinks  irritatedly  at  the  chattering, 
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then  wriggles  his  head  farther  dowu  into  his  feathers, 
stretches  a  leg  and  a  wing  and  settles  himself  for  an- 
other nap. 

Little  streams  go  sliding  down  between  banks  of 
bright  green  grass,  and  fuss  over  the  mossy  rocks  that 
lie  in  their  beds.  Deer  lift  heads  often  to  list*  u  and 
look  and  sniff  the  breeze  between  mouthfuls  cf  the* 
tender  twigs  thej  love.  Shambling,  slack-jointed  bears 
move  shuffling  through  the  thickets,  like  the  deer,  lifting 
suspicious  noses  to  test  frequently  the  wind,  lest  some 
enemy  steal  upon  them  unaware. 

From  his  glass-walled  eyrie,  Jack  Corey  gazed  down 
upon  the  wooded  slopes  and  dreamed  of  what  they  hid 
of  beauty  and  menace  and  calm  and  of  loneliness.  He 
saw  them  once  drenched  with  rain;  but  mostly  they 
lay  warm  under  the  hot  sunshine  of  summer.  He 
saw  them  darkling  with  night  shadows,  he  saw  them 
silvered  with  morning  fogs  which  turned  rose  tinted 
with  the  first  rays  of  sunrise,  he  saw  them  lie  soft- 
shaded  in  the  sunset's  after  glow,  saw  them  held  in  the 
unearthly  beauty  of  the  full  moonlight. 

Like  the  deer  and  the  bear  down  there,  his  head  was 
lifted  often  to  look  and  to  snifT  the  wind  that  blew 
strongly  over  the  peak.  For  noM  the  winds  came  too 
often  tainted  with  the  smoke  of  burning  pines.  The 
blue  haze  of  the  far  distance  deepened  with  the  thick- 
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«.i«g  .ir.     Four  .to«  in  fte  W.  ten  days  he  h.d 

He  h.d  wa^ed  the  puff  UU.  grow  untTThey  ^ 
pMed  .„.„  romng  cloud,  of  «n„ke.  yellow  w  eZ  .le 
flame.  ™„„ut«i  high  ;„  „,,  ,,.,  ;-  *« 

Uaclc  where  a  pitch  stump  toolc  fire  ' 

After  he  had  telephoned  the  alarm  to  headquarters 

:  til  IT  "^T'  ""  •^"""'■^  """•    ^o  ^^" 

2  .  T       *  ""  "■"'  «""'  «■«»  «««  had  been  a 

be.«yed  h.a  trust  Every  pine  that  fell,  whether  by 
old  ag^  fire  or  the  woodmen's  axe,  touched  him  wit^ 
. juse  of  personal  loss.  It  was  as  though  he  hiJItf 
^-de  the  hills  and  clothed  them  with  the  ma^c 
^'  "'^  """'  "^  ^'1^0  above,  watching  lest  evil 

ft™»gb  the  telescope  he  watched  great  leaping  flame, 
f!  "'"-•'■-g  up  .ome  giaat  pine,  eating  .way  L^ 
.fe  as  they  climbed,  he  was  £„ed  th^  with      bU^ 

stan^nr  ^    "'  "™  -^-'i^ness,  and  he  would 
CI/""""  "'■^  "^  '^'"-''  '»  -"1  the  rain 
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At  right,  when  the  forests  drew  back  into  the  dark- 
ness, he  would  watch  the  stars  slide  across  the  terrible 
depth  of  purple  infinity  that  seemed  to  deepen  hjpnoti- 
<sall7  as  he  stared  out  into  it.     Venus,  Mars,  Jupiter 
—  at  first  he  could  not  teU  one  from  another,  though  he 
watched  them  all.     He  had  studied  astronomy  among 
other  things  in  school,  but  then  it  had  been  merely  a 
hated  task  to  be  shirked  and  slighted  and  forgotten  at 
one's  palate  forgets  the  taste  of  bitter  medicine.     Up 
here,  with  the  stars  all  around  him  and  above  him  for 
many  nights,  he  was  ashamed  because  he  could  not  call 
them  all  by  name.     He  would  train  his  telescope  upon 
rome  particularly  bright  star  and  watch  it  and  wonder 
—  Jack  did  a  great  deal  of  wondering  in  those  days, 
after  his  first  panicky  fight  against  the  loneliness  and 
silence  had  spent  itself. 

First  of  all,  he  awoke  to  the  fact  that  he  was  about 
as  important  to  the  world  as  one  of  those  little  brown 
birds  that  hopped  among  the  rocks  and  perked  its  head 
at  him  so  knowingly,  and  preened  its  feathers  with  such 
a  funny  air  of  consequence.     He  could  not  even  be- 
lieve that  his  sudden  disappearance  had  earned  his 
mother  any  grief  beyond  her  humiliation  over  the  man- 
ner and  the  cause  of  his  going.     She  would  hire  some 
one  to  take  care  of  the  car,  and  she  would  go  to  her 
teas  and  her  dub  meetings  and  her  formal  receptions 
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or  h.d  neve,  been  ther^    „  ^,  ,,„ 

But  he  never  could  ito  b>«)r     Ti.  ,  '  '  " 

™„.i,  *^  ^'®  °«'«  wmW  face  bia 

mother  again,  ud  listen  to  her  clml^      j 
lecture  A.,  i  J       ■         "  "''  "»unl7-<!ondemnatorT 
ecture,  that  had  no  love  to  warm  them  or  to  give  them 
tie  aweet  tang  of  motherly  molding.  ^        "" 

It  »und.  a  .trange  thing  to  aay  of  Jack  Cor«-  fl,-, 
X""""^  young  fellow  addictedt  b^S'dt 

spread  out  below  him  than  Jm  k-j  j.  , 

Tir       r,.     .  "  "®  "^"  ever  felt  tnwaivi 

Mrs.  Sing  eton  Comt     Ym  ♦»,  *  •    ,^ 

™PP'7  of  smofang  tobacco  and  a  box  of  gum.    When 

«h6w  gum  for  comfort  And  he  re«l  and  read,  until 
*""  ^y«'  Pri<*'ed  and  the  print  blurred.  BuT^l  !. 
week  he  diffidently  .ri^ed  Bo..  Tv.  ""* 

rat  him  ,  1^1.  '*  '■*  *''""^'  he  eould 

set  bun  a  book  on  astronomy,  explaining  „,her  sham. 
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facedly  that  there  was  something  he  wanted  to  look  up. 
On  his  third  trip  Hank  carried  several  government 
pamphlets  on  forestry.  Which  goes  to  prove  how  Jack 
was  slowly  adapting  himself  to  his  changed  circum- 
stances, and  fitting  himself  into  his  surroundings. 

He  had  to  do  that  or  go  all  warped  and  wrong,  for 
he  had  no  intention  of  leaving  the  peak,  which  was  at 
once  a  refuge  and  a  place  where  he  could  accumulate 
money ;  not  much  money,  according  to  Jack's  standard 
of  reckoning  —  his  mother  had  often  spent  as  much 
for  a  gown  or  a  ring  as  he  could  earn  if  he  stayed  all 
summer  —  but  enough  to  help  him  out  of  the  country 
if  he  saved  it  all. 

When  his  first  four  di.ys  vacation  was  offered  him. 
Jack  thought  a  long  while  over  the  manner  of  spending 
it.  Quincy  did  not  offer  much  in  the  way  of  diversion, 
though  it  did  offer  something  in  the  way  of  risk.  So 
he  cut  Quincy  out  of  his  calculations  and  decided  that 
he  would  phone  down  for  a  camp  outfit  and  grub,  and 
visit  one  or  two  of  the  places  that  he  had  been  looking 
at  for  so  long.  For  one  thing,  he  could  climb  down 
to  the  lake  he  had  been  staring  into  for  nearly  a  month, 
and  see  if  he  could  catch  any  trout.  Occasionally  he 
had  seen  fishermen  down  there  casting  their  lines  in, 
but  none  of  them  had  seemed  to  have  much  luck.  For 
all  that  the  lake  lured  him,  it  was  so  blue  and  clear, 
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set  away  down  there  in  the  cupped  mountain  top. 
Hank  had  advised  him  to  bait  with  a  salmon-roe  on  a 
Coachman  fly.  Jack  had  never  heard  of  that  combi- 
nation, and  he  wanted  to  try  it. 

But  after  all,  the  lake  was  too  near  to  appeal  to  him 
except  by  way  of  passing.     Away  on  the  next  ridge 
was  the  black,  roc-ky  hump  called  Grizzly  Peak  on  the 
map.     Hank  spoke  of  it  casu  tlly  as  Taylor  Rock,  and 
sometimes  called  it  King  Solomon.     That  was  where 
the  bears  had  their  winter  quarters,  and  that  was  where 
Jack  wanted  to  go  and  camp.     He  wanted  to  see  a 
bear's  den,  and  if  the  bears  were  all  gone -Hank  as- 
sured him  that  they  never  hung  out  up  there  in  the 
summer,  but  ranged  all  over  the  mountains  -  he  wanted 
to  go  mside  a  den  and  see  what  it  was  like.     And  for 
a  particular,  definite  ambition,  without  which  all  effort 
18  purposeless,  he  wanted  to  kill  a  bear. 

Hank  brought  him  all  the  things  he'  needed,  talked 
incessantly  of  what  Jack  should  do  and  what  he 
shouldn't  do,  and  even  offered  to  pack  his  outfit  over 
to  the  Peak  for  him.  So  Jack  went,  and  got  his  first 
taste  of  real  camping  out  ir.  a  real  wilderness,  and 
gamed  a  more  intimate  knowledge  of  the  country  he  had 
to  guard. 

By  the  time  his  second  relief  was  at  hand,  he  waa 
tempted  to  take  what  money  he  had  earned  and  go  as 
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far  as  it  would  take  him.     He  did  not  believe  he  could 
stand  another  month  of  that  terrible  isolation,  even  with 
his  new  friendliness  toward  the  stars  and  the  forest  to 
lighten  a  little  of  his  loneliness.     Youth  hungers  for  a 
warmer,  more  personal  companionship  than  Nature,  and 
Jack  was  never  meant  for  a  hermit.     He  grew  sullen. 
He  would  stand  upon  his  pinnacle  .  ^ere  he  could  look 
down  at  Crystal  Lake,  and  hate  the  tourists  who  came 
with  lunches  and  their  nshing  tackle,  and  scrambled 
over  the  rocks,  and  called  shrilly  to  one  another,  and 
laughed,  and  tried  to  invent  new  ways  of  stringing  to- 
gether adjectives  that  seemed  to  express  their  enthu- 
siasm.    He  would  make  biting  remarks  to  them  which 
the  distance  prevented  their  hearing,  and  he  would  wish 
savagely  that  they  would  fall  in  the  lake,  or  break  a 
leg  on  some  of  the  boulders. 

When  those  with  a  surplus  of  energy  started  up  the 
steep  climb  to  the  peak,  he  would  hurry  into  his  little 
glass  room,  hastily  part  and  plaster  his  hair  down  f.s 
a  precaution  against  possible  recognition,  and  lock  his 
door  and  retire  to  a  certain  niche  in  a  certain  t  '  of 
rocks,  where  he  would  be  out  of  sight  and  yet  be  close 
enough  to  hear  the  telephone,  and  would  chew  gum 
furiously  and  mutter  savage  things  under  his  breath. 
Much  as  he  hungered  for  companionship  he  had  a  per- 
verse dread  of  meetmg  those  exclamatory  sightseers. 
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It  seemed  to  Jack  that  they  cheapened  the  beauty  of 
everything  they  exclaimed  over. 

He  could  hear  them  gabble  about  Mount  Lass       and 
his  hp  would  curl  with  scorn  over  the  weakness  of  their 
metaphors.     He  would  grind  his  teeth  when  they  called 
bis  glass  prison  "  cute,"  and  wondered  if  anybody  really 
lived  there.     He  would  hear  some  man  trying  to  ex- 
plain what  he  did  not  know  anything  at  all  about,  and 
he  would  grin  pityingly  at  the  ignorance  of  the  human 
male,  forgetting  that  he  had  been  just  as  ignorant,  be- 
fore fate  picked  him  up  and  shoved  him  head-foremost 
into  a  place  where  he  had  to  learn. 

Sometimes  he  was  not  forewarned  of  their  visits,  and 
would  be  trapped  fairly;  and  then  he  would  have  to 
answer  their  foolish  questions  and  show  them  what  the 
map  was  for,  and  what  the  pointer  was  for,  and  admit 
that  It  did  get  lonesome  sometimes,  and  agree  with 
them  that  it  was  a  fine  view,  and  point  out  where 
Quincy  lay,  and  all  the  rest  of  it.     It  amazed  him  how 
every  one  who  came  said  practically  the  same  things, 
asked  the  same  questions,  linked  the  same  adjectives 
together. 

Thus  passed  his  second  month,  which  might  be  called 
bis  pessimistic  month.  But  he  did  not  take  his  money 
and  go.  He  decided  that  he  would  wait  until  he  had 
grown  a  beard  before  he  ventured.     He  realized  bit- 
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terly  that  he  was  a  fugitive,  and  that  it  would  go  hard 
with  him  now  if  he  v  ere  caught.    From  the  papers  which 
Supervisor  Ross  had  sent  him  every  week  he  had  learned 
that  the  police  were  actually  and  definitely  looking  for 
him.    At  least  they  had  been  a  month  ago,  and  he 
supposed  ;hat  they  had  not  given  up  the  search,  even 
though  later  events  had  pushed  his  disgrace  out  of  print. 
The  man  they  had  shot  was  hovering  close  to  death  in 
a  hospital,  the  laj^t  Jack  read  of  the  case.     It  certainly 
would  be  wiser  to  wait  a  while.     So  he  took  his  camp 
outfit  to  Taylor  Rock  again  and  stayed  there  until  his 
four  days  were  gone. 

That  time  he  killed  a  deer  and  got  a  shot  at  a  young 
bear,  and  came  back  to  his  post  in  a  fairly  good  humor. 
The  little  glass  room  had  a  homey  look,  with  the  late 
afternoon  sunlight  lying  warm  upon  the  map  and  his 
piles  of  magazines  and  papers  siacked  neatly  on  their 
shelf.  Since  he  could  not  be  where  he  wrnted  to  be, 
Jack  felt  that  he  would  rather  be  here  than  anywhere 
else.  So  his  third  month  began  with  a  bleak  kind  of 
content. 


CHAPTER  EIGHT 

IN   WHICH  A  GIBL  PLAYS  BILLIABD8  ON  THE  MOUNTAIN 

TOP 

TAOK  heard  some  one  coming,  snatched  up  a  maga- 
^  zine  and  his  pipe  and  promptly  retired  to  his  pet 
crevice  in  the  rocka.  Usually  he  locked  the  door  before 
he  went,  but  the  climber  sounded  close -just  over 
the  peak  of  the  last  little  knob,  in  fact.  He  pulled  the 
door  shut  and  ran,  muttering  something  about  darned 
tourists.  Drive  a  man  crazy,  they  would,  if  he  were 
fool  enough  to  stay  and  listen  to  their  fool  talk. 

He  crawled  well  back  into  the  niche,  settled  him- 
self comfortably  and  lighted  his  pipe.     They  never 
came  over  his  way -and  the  wind  blew  from  the  sta- 
tion.   He  did  not  believe  they  would  smell  the  smoke. 
Dam  it  all,  he  had  the  wrong  magazine!     He  half 
rose,  meaning  to  scurry  back  and  get  the  one  he  wanted; 
but  it  was  too  late  now.     He  heard  the  pebbles  knocked 
loose  where  the  faint  trail  dipped  down  over  the  knob 
directly  behind  the  station.     So  he  settled  back  with 
his  pipe  for  solace,  and  scowled  down  at  the  world,  and 
waited  for  the  dam  tourists  to  go. 
But  this  particular  dam  tourist  had  two  reasons  for 
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lingering  up  there.     Her  first  and  greatest  reason  was 

a  sheer  delight  in  the  panorama  spread  below  and  all 

around  her,  and  thfe  desire  to  saturate  her  soul  with 

the  beauty  of  it,  her  lungs  with  the  koen  elixir  of  the 

wind,  heady  with  the  eight  thousand  feet  of  altitude. 

Her  second  reason  was  a  perverse  desire  to  show  Kate 

that  she  was  not  to  be  bossed  around  like  a  kid,  and 

dictated  to  and   advided  and  lectured  whenever  she 

wanted  to  do  something  which  Kate  did  not  want  to  do. 

Why,  for  instance,  should  she  miss  the  pleasure  of 

climbing  to  the  very  top  of  the  peak  jut.  because  Kate 

began  to  puff  before  they  were  half  way  up,  and  wanted 

to  turn  back  ? 

Of  course,  she  would  do  anything  in  the  world  for 
Kate;  but  that  was  no  reason  why  Kate  should  be  uelf- 
idh  about  little  things.  If  she  didn't  want  to  wait  until 
Marion  came  down,  she  could  walk  home  alone.  There 
was  a  good  road,  and  Marion  certainly  would  never 
think  of  objecting.  She  believed  in  absolute  personal 
liberty  in  little  things.  Therefore  she  meant  to  stay 
up  on  the  peak  just  exactly  as  long  as  she  wanted  to 
stay,  regardless  of  what  Kate  wanted  to  do.  She  had 
not  tried  to  force  Kate  to  come  up  with  her  —  if  Kate 
would  just  stop  to  think  a  minute.  When  Kate  sat 
down  on  that  rock  r  ud  said  she  wouldn't  climb  another 
step,  Marion  had  not  urged  her  at  all.     She  had  waited 
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Z7iT.  """'^  '''"' '"  "^  "  »"■'»"  fro»  up  here 

hJ         .i1'  *"'  ""'  '»  «  »«hJ  for  company 

He  amoked  hopefully  for  ,  half  hour  or  so     Z^ 
tounsta  got  enough  of  it  in  a  half  hour      Th.    ^ 

We  or  hey  we«  .n  a  hurry  ,o  climb  down  to  .hTlake 
»d  fiah    or  they  had  to  think  about  the  trip  We 

is     B,,.  ,!,•    .  '  *■  '"^  »««Waetion,  that 

"•     ^"'  ""'  '""-'  ™»'d  be  heard  moving  here  and 
there  amoni;  the  rocii  mtl,  i„      . 

she  in,t  =,    J     T  «  '"P'^  "f  »"«»"'  when 

sie  just  st«,d  and  gazed.     Jack  listened  and  waited 

w2:p^irnr^^--"-'°«o'^"4.he 
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The  telephone  rang.  And  nile  Jack  was  sulkily 
getting  to  his  feet,  he  heard  a  girl's  voice  answering  the 
phone.  The  nerve  of  her!  What  business  had  she  in- 
side, anyway  ?  Must  a  fellow  padlock  that  door  every 
time  he  went  out,  to  keep  folks  from  going  where  they 
h  id  no  business  to  be  ?  He  went  nngrily  to  the  station ; 
much  more  angrily  than  was  reasonable,  considering  the 
offense  committed  against  him. 

He  saw  a  girl  in  a  short  khaki  skirt  and  high  laced 

boots  and  a  pongee  blouse  belted  trimly  with  leather, 

bending  her  head  over  the  mouthpiece  of  the  telephone. 

tihe  had  on  a  beach  hat  that  carried  the  full  flavor  of 

Venice  in  texture  and  tilt,  and  her  hair  was  a  ripe  ^rom 

color,  slicked  back  from  her  temples  in  the  fashion  -f 

the  m<  ath.    Graceful  and  youn^  she  was,  groomed  as 

though  thousands  were  to  look  Xi^»on  her.     Normally 

Jack's  eyes  would  have  brightened  at  this  8i{;ht,  his 

lips  would  have  curved  enticingly,  his  voice  would  havt 

taken  the  tone  of  incipient  philandering.     But  in  his 

present  mood  he  snapped  at  her. 

"  I  beg  your  pardop.  This  is  not  a  public  telephone 
booth.     It's  a  private  office." 

She  glanced  inattentively  his  way,  her  smile  directed 
mentally  toward  the  person  on  the  other  end  of  the 
wire.  With  her  free  hand  she  waved  him  to  silence 
and  spoke,  still  smiling,  into  the  mouthpiece. 
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"  If  you  please,  this  is  not  a  public  — " 
But  she  waved  her  uand  .gain  in^patiently  and  lis- 
tened,  engrossed  and  smilinir     "  Oh    ,-,  *  l 
wanted  .„  Be.,  a  h„„.„  v„.^;  j  ^^^^  ^"^JT^^  ' 

.  L  T     "  r' '"  ■■  ""^"^  ""'"  '-"^y  -"ere  the™', 

"iiat  (  ...  Oh,  just  worms,  and  those  fuzzv 
fl.es  made  with  a  hook  on  them  -  j,,^  i„o,         "^' 

«...U,    Is„re,,dow.h,o„Jd...""Th;wh«; 
•  •  •  Oh  I  well,  1  don't  know,  I'm  s„,o.    There's  an 

';  •  •  •  n«  doe.  l«,k  somciing  like  a  fireman,  now 
you  me.,.on  ...    What  do  ,„„  „se  him  for?  .    iZ 

'   '  "  TT'-^'  •  •  •  Oh:    Yon  A,f  .Why,  for 
::™7J    ^'  ^«  --  to  talk  tol  .  .  .  No,  I  have^ 

H^^skoeps.em.gmethisis„o,ap„hHe...Oh; 
1;        ."t^o^"'^'^^'™"'»'"^'"»- 
aj  up  .  .  .  Ha-ha  — why,  does  the 
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altitude  make  a  diflFerence?  Maybe  that'i  what  ails 
me,  then—  That's  awfully  nice  of  you,  man  .  .  . 
No,  never  mind  what  my  name  is.  Don't  let's  be  ordi- 
nary. I'm  just  a  voice  from  the  mountain  top,  and 
you're  just  a  voice  from  the  valley.  So  be  it.  .  .  . 
Without  an  invitation  ?    I  only  thanked  you  .  .  ." 

"  Keep  on,"  interjected  Jack  savagely,  •'  and  you'll 
have  his  wife  trailing  you  up  with  a  gim !  " 

"Well— we'll  see.  .  .  .  But  do  come  sometime 
when  you  can  — and  bring  your  wife!  I'd  love  to 
meet  some  woman.  ...  Oh,  all  right.     Good-by." 

With  a  gloved  palm  pressed  hard  over  the  mouth- 
piece she  turned  reproachfully  upon  Jack.  "  Now  you 
did  fix  things,  didn't  you?  Of  course,  you  knew  I 
couldn't  be  nice  to  a  man  with  a  wife,  so  you  had  to  go 
and  spoil  ever.  *bing.  And  I  was  just  beginning  to 
have  a  lo".3ly  time !  " 

"  Help  yourself,"  Jack  offered  with  heavy  sarcasm. 
"  Don't  mind  me  at  all." 

"  Well,  he  wants  to  talk  to  you,"  she  said.  She  put 
her  lips  again  to  the  mouthpiece  and  added  a  postscript. 
'*  Pardon  me,  but  I  held  the  line  a  minute  while  I  quar- 
reled with  your  fireman.  You're  wrong  —  I  don't  find 
him  so  nice  to  talk  to.  You  may  talk  to  him  if  you 
want  to  —  I'm  sure  you're  welcome !  "  Whereupon  she 
surrendered  the  receiver  and  walked  around  the  high, 
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map^overed  table,  uud  amuscl  herself  by  playing  .n 
imaginary  g.  .e  of  billiards  with  the  pointer  for  a  cue 
and  two  little  spruce  cones  which  she  took  from  her 
pocket  for  balls. 

When  Jack  had  finished  talking  and  '  ..d  .ung  up  the 
r^-eiver.  he  leaned  baok  against  the  shea  and  watched 
her,  h,s  hands  thrust  deep  into  his  trousers  pockets. 
He  st.ll  scowled  -  but  one  got  the  impression  that  he 
was  holding  that  frown  consciously  and  stubbornly  and 
not  because  his  mood  matched  it. 

Marion  -  aced  a  cone  at  a  point  on  the  chart  which 
was  mark'  Greenville,  aimed  for  Spring  Garden  and 
Janded  the  cone  neatly  in  the  middle  of  Jack's  bel' 

';  Missed  the  pocket  a  >.ile,»  he  taunfed  grudgingly 
hatmg  to  be  pleasant  an.  et  helpless  against  the  girl'i 
perfect  composure  and  good  humor. 

"  Give  it  back,  and  I'll  try  it  again.     There's  a  place 
caUed  the  Pocket.     I'll  try  that,  for  luck."     Then  she 
added  carelessly  -«  What  would  have  happened,  if  you 
nadn  t  answered  that  man  at  all  ? " 
"  I'd  have  been  canned,  maybe." 
''Forevennore."    She  p^teaded  to  chali  her  cue 
with  a  tmy  powde,  puff  which  she  took  from  a  ridicu- 
lous vauity  bag  that  awuug  from  her  belt.    "  Wouldn't 
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"No,  I  wouldn't.  I  need  the  money.*'  Jack  bit 
his  lips  to  keep  from  grinning  at  the  powder-puff 
play. 

"  Oh,  I  see."  She  tried  another  shot.  "  Why  don't 
you  cut  the  legs  off  this  table  ?  I  would.  It's  miles 
too  high." 

"  I  don't  monkey  with  government  property,  my- 
self." He  placed  a  peculiar  accent  on  the  last  word, 
thus  pointing  his  meaning  very  clearly. 

"  Now,  what  do  you  know  about  that?  Missed  it  — 
with  a  government  cone,  shot  by  a  government  stick  on 
a  government  table,  while  a  government  scowl  fairly 
shrieks:  'Cut  out  this  desecration!'"  She  chalked 
her  cue  gravely,  powdered  her  nose  afterward,  using  a 
round  scrap  of  a  mirror  not  much  bigger  than  a  silver 
dollar.  "  Do  you  stay  up  here  all  the  time  and  scowl, 
all  by  yourself  ? " 

"  All  the  time  and  scowl,  all  by  myself."  Jack  took 
his  hands  from  his  pockets  that  he  might  light  his  pipe ; 
which  was  a  sign  that  he  was  nearly  ready  to  treat  the 
girl  kindly.  "  If  you  object  to  smoke  — "  and  he 
waved  one  hand  significantly  toward  the  open  door. 

"All  the  time  —  all  by  yourself.  And  you  don't 
want  to  be  canned,  either."  With  the  pointer  Marion 
drew  aimless  little  invisible  volutes  upon  the  map,  con- 
necting the  two  spruce  cones  with  an  imaginary  scroll 
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demp..    "How  .ouehi^,"   ^.e  said   enigmatically. 
Sure,  you  re  heart-broken  over  the  pathos  of  it     I 
c«.  see  that    Yon  ought  to  put  in  ahont  a  week  here 
—  that  8  all  I've  got  to  say." 

"Think  I  eouldn'tt"  She  looked  across  «t  him 
queerly. 

^;  You  wouldn't  dare  go  anj  farther  away  than  the 
spnng.  You'd  have  to  stay  right  here  on  this  peat 
every  n^inute  of  the  twenty-four  hours.     They  call  up 

job,  If  they  think  you're  snitching.  They'd  catch  you 
gone  sometime -you  couldn't  get  by  with  it -and 
tnen  — ' 

"The  can,"  finished  Miss  Marion  gravely.    "But 
what  I  want  to  know  is,  what  have  you  done  ? " 

"  Done  ? »    Jack's  jaw  dropped  slack  away  from  the 
pi^tem.     " What  yuh  mean,  done?" 

"  Yes      What  have  you  done  that  they  should  put 
jou  up  here  and  make  you  stay  up  here  ?    It  sounds  -» 
Noy^,  even  a  tourist  knows  that  this  is  a  Forest 
Service  lookout  station,  and  that  I'm  here  to  watch  out 
for  fires  down  belowl     I'm  your  ^ardian  angel,  young 
L  ""'  "^^^  '"'P^*'  '^  ^°t  ^ti^  kindness." 

Im  a  member  of  the  no-treat  reform  club.    Hon- 
estly, don  t  they  let  you  leave  here  at  all  ?  " 

"  ^°"'  ^"^«  »  '^^^th."    He  heaved  a  heavy  sigh  and 
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waved  his  pipe  toward  the  great  outdoors.     " 'S  hig 
world,  when  it's  all  spread  out  in  sight,"  he  volunteered. 
"  Can't  you  —  can't  you  even  go  down  to  the  lake 
and  fish,  when  you  want  to?" 

"  Nope.  Four  days  a  month  —  and  if  they  didn't 
happen  to  have  a  spare  man  lying  round  handy,  to  send 
up  here  to  take  my  place,  I  couldn't  go  then  even." 

Marion  regarded  him  meditatively.  "  You  can  have 
an  hour's  recess  now,  if  you  like,"  she  offered  gener- 
ously after  a  minute.  "  I'll  stay  and  answer  the  phone, 
and  stand  them  off  if  they  want  to  talk  to  you.  I'm 
good  at  that.  You  can  go  and  climb  down  to  the  lake 
and  fish,  and  have  fun." 

"  Tell  me  to  go  and  jump  in  the  lake  and  I  might  do 
it,"  Jack  returned  gloomily.  He  found  it  rather 
pleasant  to  be  sympathized  with  and  pitied.  "  What  if 
a  fire  broke  out  while  I  was  gone  ? " 

"Well,  what  if?  I  could  do  what  you  would  do, 
couldn't  I  ?  What  do  you  do  when  a  fire  breaks  out  ?  " 
That  gave  Jack  a  fair  excuse  for  leaving  his  place  by 
the  shelf,  and  coming  around  to  her  side  of  the  table, 
and  for  taking  the  pointer  from  her  and  standing  close 
beside  her  while  he  explained  the  chart.  Needless  to 
say,  he  made  use  of  the  excuse  immediately. 

"  First  off,"  he  instructed,  "  you  don't  want  to  be  a 
boob  and  go  reporting  train  smoke,  like  I  did  the  first 
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he«- "  kH'    '■'t''  "'  '  *""'  """^^  ''°™  "^l-. 
nere  — right  down  there'     T  „nt  ♦!,«  . 

L  _x       ,    ,  ""c^e.    1  got  the  number  on  the 

ir,  r    "^'*-    ^'  "■"  '-'  «■«  ^oie  had 

afterward     They  go,  busy  i„  ,he  office  and  called  me  „p 

pl.ce.  Fellow  on  Claremont  -  that's  it  away  over 
here;  ^  that  white  specU  Thafa  the  station,  j„st 
Ae  th.a  one     He's  an  old  crab,  Hank  teUs  me.    He 

TtlrZ      "7-    ^"^"'-^"-'"^-undso^ 
1  bet  I    Then  they  go,  wise  that  I  was  reporting  a 
through  freight,  and  they  lid  me  abon,  it  y^    Vt 
they  feU  fori,  a,  first  all  right  I" 

"What  do  you  know  about  that!"  Marion  melodi- 
ously exclaimed,  and  laughed  companionably 

She  wanted  to  know  all  the  things  that  real  tourists 
want  to  know,  and  Jack  forgot  that  he  hated  to  answe 
fo^hsh  ,nest.ons.    The  piles  of  e..pty  coal.il  cans, 
fe  instance -she  should  have  known  that  they  had 
^  packed  up  there  full,  to  run  the  oil  stove  L  the 

ZZZ,      1  ?"'^-^o  had  to  take  his  bucket  «,d 
go  down  w,th  her  and  show  her  where  the  spring  was 
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but  he  did  not  seem  to  mind  that,  either.  The  flag, 
whipping  over  the  station  on  its  short  staff,  interested 
her  too,  and  he  helped  her  guess  how  long  it  would  be 
before  the  stars  and  stripes  snapped  themselves  to  rib- 
bons. The  book  on  astronomy  she  dipped  into,  turning 
it  to  look  at  the  full-page  illustrations  of  certain  con- 
stellations that  were  to  Jack  like  old  friends.  The 
books  on  forestry  she  glanced  at,  and  the  magazines  she 
inspected  with  less  interest. 

"  Oh,  I've  got  the  latest  movie  magazines.  I  could 
bring  them  up  sometime  if  you  like  —  or  send  them  by 
the  man  who  brings  your  stuff  up,  if  you'll  tell  him  to 
stop  at  the  cabin." 

"  Yon  bring  them  yourself,"  Jack  urged,  his  eager- 
ness so  open  and  unashamed  that  Marion  blushed,  and 
suddenly  remembered  Kate  down  the  slope  there  waiting 
for  her.  She  must  go,  she  said;  and  she  went,  almost 
as  suddenly  as  she  came,  and  never  mentioned  her  half- 
formed  determination  to  wait  up  there  for  the  sunset. 

Jack  went  with  her  as  far  as  he  dared,  and  stood  under 
a  wind-tortured  balsam  fir  and  watched  her  out  of  sight. 
On  the  last  ledge  before  the  trail  dipped  down  over  the 
hump  that  would  hide  her  for  good,  she  turned  and 
looked  up  at  him.  She  stood  there  poised  — so  it 
seemed  —  between  mountain-crest  and  the  sky.  The 
lake  lay  quiet  and  shadowed,  deep  below  her,  as  though 
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God  h.d  dropped  a  tear  and  the  mountain  ™  holding 

of  the  heigh.,.  Beyond,  painted  with  the  delicate 
d.ad.ng8  of  istance  and  yellow  sunlight,  Indian  Valley 
%  ,u.e.ly  aero«  the  lap  „f  ,he  world,  it,  farm,  and 
-ad,  aua  fence,  sketched  in  lightly,  a,  with  the  ,wif. 
p^ncU  stroke,  of  an  artist;  it,  meandering,  willow- 
fnnged  atrcam,  making  contrast  with  the  yellowed 
fields  of  early  harvest  time. 

She  ,t«Kl  there  poised  like  a  bird  on  the  rim  of  the 
world.     Her  slimnes,,  her  sure  grace,  her  yellow  h 
.hmmg  under  the  beach  hat  she  wore  tilted  back  from 

!l  m'™'*  *""  "'°  "  "™  »  "-^  "^  f""  that 
^«le  past  wherein  woman  beauty  had  been  so 
abmidant.  She  wa,  of  the  town ;  moreover,  he  felt  that 
aHe  wa,  of  the  town  from  which  he  had  fled  in  guil  and 
terror.  She  stood  for  a  long  minute,  taking  in^he  full 
aweep  of  the  rugged  peak.  She  wa,  not  looking  a.  him 
e»pee.al  y,  nntil  she  turned  to  go  on.     Then  A  waved 

her  hand  carelcly  -  slightingly,  he  felt  in  .     misery 

—  and  went  down  the  steep  slope. 
Until  he  could  no  longer  see  the  crown  of  her  hat  he 

Wked  after  her.     Then,  the  sickness  of  hi,  terrible 

lonehues,  upon  him  again,  he  turned  and  ,lowly  climbed 

backtohiaglass-waUedpriTOn. 
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JJXZ  THB  BOY   HE    WAB 

DOWN  the  balsam  and  raanzanita  slope  toward  the 
little  valley  where  she  lived,  Jack  stared  hungrily 
during  many  an  empty,  dragging  hour.  Until  the  dark- 
ness had  twice  drawn  down  the  black  curtain  that  shut 
him  away  from  the  world,  he  had  hoped  she  would  come. 
She  had  been  so  friendly,  so  understandingly  sympa- 
thetic—  she  must  know  how  long  the  days  were  up 
there. 

On  the  third  day  Hank  came  riding  up  the  trail  that 
sought  the  easiest  slopes.  He  brought  coal-oil  and  bacon 
and  coffee  and  smoking  tobacco  and  the  week's  accumu- 
lation of  newspar^ers,  and  three  magazines;  but  he  did 
not  bring  any  word  from  Marion  Eose,  nor  the  maga- 
zines she  had  promised.  \Vhen  Hank  had  unsaddled  the 
horses  to  rest  their  backs,  and  had  eaten  his  lunch  and 
had  smoked  a  cigarette  in  the  shade  of  a  rock,  his  slow 
thoughts  turned  to  the  gossip  of  his  little  world. 

He  told  of  the  latest  encounter  with  the  crabbed  fire- 
man on  Claremont,  grinning  appreciatively  because  the 
fireman's  ill  temper  had  been  directed  at  a  tourist  who 
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had  gone  up  with  Hank.  He  related  a  small  scandal 
that  was  stirring  the  social  pond  of  Quincy,  and  at  last 
he  swung  nearer  to  the  four  who  had  taken  mining 
claims  along  Toll  Gate  Creek. 

"  Too  bad  you  can't  go  down  to  Toll-house  an'  git 
acquainted  with  your  neighbors,"  he  drawled  half  mali- 
ciously.    «  There's  a  girl  in  the  bunch  that's  sure  easy  to 
look  at.     Other  one  is  an  old  maid  — looks  too  much 
like  a  schoolma'm  to  suit  me.    But  say  — I'm  liable 
to  make  a  trip  up  here  twice  a  week,  from  now  on  I 
I'm  liable  to  eat  my  dinner  'fore  I  git  here,  too.     Some 
class  to  that  girl,  now,  believe  me!     Only  trouble  is, 
I'm  kinda  afraid  one  of  the  men  has  got  a  string  on  her! 
There's  two  of  'em  in  the  outfit.     One  is  one  of  them 
he  schoolma'ms  that  goes  around  in  a  boiled  shirt  and  a 
hard-boiled  hat,  buzzin'  like  a  mosquito.     He's  sweet 
on  the  old  maid.     It's  the  other  one  I'm  '    ry  of .     He's 
the  brother  of  the  old  maid,  and  he's  the  Kind  that  don't 
say  much  but  does  a  lot  uh  thinkin'.     Big,  too. 

"  They've  took  up  a  bunch  of  minin'  claims  around 
there  and  are  livin'  in  that  cabin.  Goin'  to  winter  there, 
the  old  maid  was  tellin'  me.  I  brought  out  their  mail 
to 'em.  Marion  Rose  is  the  girl's  name.  I  guess  she's 
got  a  feller  or  two  down  in  Los  Angeles  —  I  brought  out 
a  couple  letters  today  in  men's  writin'  —  diflFerent  hands, 
at  that. 
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"  They's  aomethin'  queer  about  'em  that  I  can't  see 
through.  They  was  both  aettin'  out  in  the  sun  — on 
that  log  right  by  the  trail  as  you  go  in  to  the  cabin  — 
and  thty'd  washed  their  hair  and  had  it  all  down  their 
backs  dryin'  it.  And  the  girl  was  cleanin'  the  old  maid's 
finger  nails  for  her!  I  come  purty  near  astin'  the  old 
maid  if  she  had  to  have  somebody  ^  -ash  her  face  for  her 
too.  But  they  didn't  seem  to  think  it  was  anything 
outa  the  way  at  all-— they  went  right  to  talkin'  and 
visitin'  like  they  was  fixed  for  company.  I  kinda 
s'picion  Marion  bleaches  her  hair.  Seeais  to  me  like 
it's  a  mite  +00  yeller  to  be  growed  that  way.  Drugstore 
blonde,  I'd  call  her.  You  take  notice  first  time  you  see 
'•er.     I'll  bet  you'll  say —" 

"Aw,  can  that  chatter,  you  poor  fishl"  Jack  ex- 
ploded unexpectedly,  and  smote  Hank  on  his  lantern 
jaw  with  the  flat  of  his  palm.  "  You  hick  from  hick- 
town  I  You  brainless  ape '  You  ain't  a  man  —  you're 
a  missing  link!  Give  you  a  four-foot  tail,  by  harry, 
and  you'd  go  down  the  mountain  swinging  from  branch 
to  branch  like  the  monkey  that  you  are !  What  are  you, 
you  poor  piece  of  cheese,  to  talk  about  a  woman  ? " 

His  hand  to  his  jaw,  Hanl^  got  up  from  where  he 
had  sprawled  on  his  back.  He  was  not  a  fighting  man, 
preferring  to  satisfy  his  grudges  by  slurring  people 
behind  their  backs.     But  Jack  smacked  him  again  and 
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mt  1  V'"."""'  '^'■^  *"  "'■''='' '"  »«'"  liken 
w.th  ».rU  .„d  kick,  .nd  gouging  daw.  He  ««uAed 
Jack,  neck  with  hi,  grin>^  Sngemaih,  and  he  tried  to 
.et  h.,  unw.al,ed  teeth  into  Jack',  left  ear  while  the 
two  of  them  rolled  over  and  over  on  the  slippery  mat  of 

fu%  before  Jack  tore  hinu^lf  l««  and  got  up. 

after  th,s  you  keep  your  tongue  off  the  aubject  of  women. 
Don  t  dare  to  n,ention  even  a  aquaw  to  me,  or  I'll  pitch 
you  clean  off  the  peak  I " 

H«U.  mumbled  an  inault,  and  Jack  went  after  him 
^.n.    All  the  mi«,^,  all  the  pent-up  bittemea,  of 
the  paat  three  months  roae  within  him  in  a  audden  atorm 
that  clouded  his  reason.    He  fought  Hank  like  a  crazy 
man -not  so  much  because  Hank  was  Hank  and  had 
.pokeu  ahghtme:y  of  that  slim  girl,  but  because  Hauk 
was  something  concrete,  something  which  Jack  could 
beat  w.tt,  h.s  fists  and  that  could  give  back  blow  for 
blow.    Too  long  had  he  waged  an  unequal  conflict  with 

tnnger  ^d  .dleness.    When  he  had  spent  his  strength 
«d  most  of  h,s  rage  t<^ther,  he  let  Hank  go  and  fVlt 
tenderly  his  own  bruised  knuckles. 
He  never  knew  how  close  he  was  to  death  in  the  nert 
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five  mlnutefl,  while  Hank  was  saddling  up  to  go.    For 
Hank's  fingers  went  several  times  to  his  rifle  and  hovered 
there,  it  hing  to  do  murder,  while  Hank's  mind  revolved, 
the  consequences.     Murder  would  be  madness  —  sui- 
cide, pra3tically.     The  boy  would  be  missed  when  he  did 
not  answcf.  the  telephone.     Some  one  would  be  sent  up 
from  the  lorest  Service  and  the  muider  would  be  dis- 
covered, unless  —  unless  Hank  could  hide  the  body. 
There  was  tha  lake  —  but  the  lake  was  so  clear  I    Be- 
sides, there  was  always  the  chance  at  this  season  of  the 
year  that  some  tourist  would  be  within  sight.     Some 
tourist  might  even  hear  the  shot.     It  would  be  risky 
—  too  risky.     Like  Jack's,  his  rage  cooled  while  he 
busied  himself  mechanically  with  saddling  his  horsa 
After  all,  Hank  was  not  criminally  inclined,  except  as 
anger  drove  him.     He  set  the  pack-saddle  and  empty 
sacks  on  the  pack  horse,  led  his  horse  a  few  feet  farther 
away  and  mounted,  scowling. 

In  the  saddle  he  turned  and  looked  for  the  first  time 
full  at  Jack.  "You  think  you're  dam  smart!"  he 
snarled  wryly  because  of  a  cut  lip  that  had  swollen  all 
on  one  side.  "  You  may  think  you're  smart,  but  the/s 
another  day  comin'.  You  wait  —  that's  all  I  got  to 
say!" 

It  did  not  make  him  feel  any  better  when  Jack 
laughed  suddenly  and  loud.     "  R-r-r-evenge!    By  my 
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"«ly.    ^  Own  out.  „,y  .ight,  Hank.    y„„  .;„,,  J^ 
•ng  My  hit  with  ue  at  ail.    Scat/"         '"""'"»^- 

I  don't     v.  ,;  *^'"''  ^°"  '^  «°»art,  but 

naa  tUought  to  say  to  Jack. 

le/'tht  "r"  'L'  """"'  '^  ■  -«"  '«"'«'  of  iodine 

^ly,  and  gnnnmg  at  hi„«elf  in  the  little  mi™,  bec.u« 

f     K    !  he  w.,hed  the  di.he,  and  went  to  the  JZ 
-n..  thing,  he  reg^t.:^  n.  1  ^tid tlw 

:r  art""!  t"  tT  r ''" '' ^'•' 
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and  put  them  up  on  such  placea  m  thew,  and  let  decent 
fellows  do  the  riding  around. 

Down  there,  beyond  the  trail,  on  a  slope  where  the 
manzaL  was  not  quite  so  matted  together,  he  saw 
something  move  slowly.  Then  it  stopped,  and  he  got 
a  gleam  of  light,  the  reflection,  evidently  of  some  bright 
object.  He  lifto.1  the  telescope  and  focussed  it,  and 
his  heart  carao  leaping  up  into  his  throat  just  as  the 
figure  came  leaping  into  close  view  through  the  powerful 
lense. 

It  was  Marion  Rose,  up  by  the  hydrometer  that  looked 
something  like  a  lone  beehive  perched  on  a  wild  slope 
by  itself.  She  was  sitting  a  rock  with  her  feet 
crossed,  and  she  was  inspectii  her  chin  in  the  tiny 
mirror  of  her  vanit-  bag.  Soi  .  blemish  -  or  more 
likely  an  insect  bite,  from  the  way  her  fingertip  pressed 
carefully  a  certain  point  of  her  chin -seemed  to  hold 
all  her  atte,  ion.  It  was  the  sun  flashing  on  the  bit 
of  mirror  that  had  made  the  gleam. 

Jack  watched  her  hungrily;  her  slim  shape,  leaning 
negligently  sidewise;  her  hat  pushed  back  a  little;  her 
hair,  the  color  of  ripe  com,  fluflFed  where  the  wind  had 
blown  it;  -he  clear,  delicate,  creamy  tint  of  her  skin, 
her  mouth  curved  in  soft,  red  lines  that  held  one's  eyes 
fascinated  ^vhea  they  moved  in  speech.  He  watched 
her,  never  thinking  of  the  rudeness  of  it. 
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"  "P®^*  on  the  rock.     Ife  l,f»«j  *i.    .  , 
•"P*  .g«in,  and  her  f.oo  jumped  iJ2  '  "'^ 

W"  ..ill  looking  up  l.i,  4,2    1        '""•    ^'" 

««^    She  had  told  him  A,t!^'^  f   7  ^'""^'^• 
back  .g.i„.    ulte^'T/^'""**'-  -O  elimbj 

-^  .e^;.o.  ,.:,/:r:rr jx^ 

-l'  .0  .hat  he  couM~;^^:^t  T  ""'  "^ 
tie  other  he  tilted  th.  „  ''"'^'  ""^  "''«' 

--pe  a,.;::^  o"arr:;::::;rr  -"'^  "^ 

'--.-etwohal^eedjr-^Xrra.^ 
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looking,  at  any  rate.  And  now  she  was  frowning  a 
little,  as  though  she  was  puzzled. 

He  signalled  again,  and  this  time  he  managed  to  keep 
her  in  the  field  of  the  telescope.  He  saw  her  smile 
suddenly  and  glance  down  at  her  vanity  mirror.  Still 
smiling,  she  lifted  it  and  turned  it  to  the  sun,  looking 
from  it  to  the  peak. 

"  She's  on !  I'll  be  John  Browned  if  she  ain't  on 
to  it  already !  "  Jack  chortled  to  the  birds,  and  sent 
her  a  signal.  She  answered  that  with  a  flash.  He 
managed  two  flashes  without  losing  her  in  the  telescope, 
and  she  immediately  sent  two  flashes  in  reply.  Three 
he  gave,  and  she  answered  with  three.  He  could  see  her 
laughing  like  a  child  with  a  new  game.  He  could  see 
the  impish  light  in  her  eyes  when  she  glanced  up,  like 
a  woman  engrossed  in  her  favorite  pastime  of  be- 
deviling some  man.  He  laughed  back  at  her,  as  though 
she  was  as  near  to  him  as  she  looked  to  be.  He  quite 
forgot  that  she  was  not,  and  spoke  to  her  aloud. 

"  Some  little  heliographing  —  what  ?  Come  on  up, 
and  we'll  make  up  a  code,  so  we  can  talk!  Aw,  come 
on  —  it  ain't  so  far !  Husky  girl  like  you  can  climb 
it  in  no  time  at  all.    Aw,  come  on !  " 

A  couple  of  tourists,  panting  up  to  the  peak  with 
unsightly  amber  goggles  and  a  kodak  and  a  dog,  found 
him  addressing  empty  air  and  looked  at  him  queerly. 
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Jack  eoald  tave  murdered  them  both  when  he  turned 
h«  head  and  saw  them  gaping  open-mouthed  at  hi, 
perfomance.    But  he  did  not.    Ho  climbed  shame- 
facedly down  and  answered  the  usual  questions  with 
h.8  usua    patient  courtesy,  and  hoped  fervently  that 
hey  wou^d  either  die  at  once  of  heart  failure  or  go  back 
to  the  lake  and  have  him  alone.     Instead,  they  took 
pictures  of  the  station  and  the  rocks  and  of  him- 
though  Jack  was  keen-witted  enough  to  keep  in  the 
shade  and  turn  his  face  away  from  the  camera 

They  were  such  bores  of  tourists!  The  woman  was 
sunburned  and  frowsy,  and  her  khaki  outing  suit  was 
tight  where  it  should  be  loose,  and  hung  in  unsightly 
wrinkles  where  it  should  fit  snugly.  Her  high-laced 
mountam  boots  were  heavy  and  shapeless,  and  she 
climbed  here  and  there,  and  stood  dumpily  and  sta«d 
down  at  Jack's  beloved  w«k1s  through  her  amber  glasses 
until  she  nearly  drove  him  frantic.     She  kept  saying- 

tta  ?_^  and    Oh,  papa,  come  and  see  if  you  can't  Lap 

Papa  was  not  much  better.  Papa's  khaki  suit  had 
come  off  a  pile  on  the  counter  of  some  department  store 
-the  wrong  pile.  Papa  kept  taking  off  his  hat  and 
wiping  his  bald  spot,  and  hitching  his  camera  case  into 
.  different  position,  so  that  it  made  a  new  set  of  wriuk- 
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les  in  the  middle  of  his  back.  The  coat  belt  strained 
against  its  buttons  over  papa's  prosperous  paunch,  and 
he  wheezed  when  he  talked. 

And  down  there  on  the  manzanita  slope,  little  flashes 
of  light  kept  calling,  calling,  and  Jack  dared  not 
answer.  One,  two  —  one,  two,  three  —  could  anything 
in  the  world  be  more  maddening  ? 

Then  all  at  once  a  puff  of  smoke  came  ballooning  up 
tl:  rough  the  trees,  down  beyond  the  girl  and  well  *  >  the 
right  of  the  balsam  thicket.  Jack  whirled  and  dove 
into  the  station,  his  angry  eyes  flashi'-"  at  the  tourists. 

"  There's  a  forest  fire  started,  do\.  ^  the  mountain," 
he  told  them  harshly.  "  You  better  beat  it  for  Keddie 
while  you  can  get  there  I "  He  slammed  the  door  in 
their  startled  faces  and  laid  the  pointer  on  its  pivot  and 
swung  it  toward  the  smoke. 

The  smoke  was  curling  up  already  in  an  ugly  yellow- 
ish brown  cloud,  spreading  in  long  leaps  before  the 
wind.  Jack's  hand  shook  when  he  reached  for  the 
telephone  to  report  the  fire.  The  chart  and  his  own 
first-hand  knowledge  of  the  mountainside  told  him  that 
the  fire  was  sweeping  down  north  of  Toil-Gate  Creek 
toward  the  heavily  timbered  ridge  beynd. 

Heedless  of  the  presence  or  absence  of  the  tourists, 
he  snatched  the  telescope  and  climbed  the  rock  where  he 
could  view  the  slope  where  the  girl  had  been.    The 
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smoke  was  rolling  now  over  the  manzanita  slope,  and  he 
could  not  pierce  its  murkiness.  He  knew  that  the  slope 
was  not  yet  afire,  but  the  wind  was  bearing  the  flames 
that  way,  and  the  manzanita  would  burn  with  a  zipping 
rush  once  it  started.  He  knew.  He  had  stood  up  there 
and  watched  the  flames  sweep  over  patches  of  the 
shrub. 

He  rushed  back  into  the  station,  seized  the  telephone 
and  called  again  the  main  office. 

J^Zf"^  ^"""^  ''^'''  ^"'*'"  ^P  ^^'^  ^'^^  do  «ome- 
thmg!     he  shouted  aggressively.     «  The  whole  blamed 

mountain's  afire  I  "     That,  of  course,  was  exaggeration, 
out  Jack  was  scared. 

Out  again  on  the  rock,  he  swept  the  slope  beneath 
him  with  his  telescope.     He  could  not  see  anything  of 
the  girl,  and  the  swirling  smoke  filled  him  with  a  horror 
too  great  for  any  clear  ^bought.     He  climbed  down  and 
began  running  down  iLe  pack  trail  like  one  gone  mad 
never  stopping  to  wonder  what  he  could  do  to  save  her- 
never  thinking  that  he  would  simply  be  sharing  her  fate' 
If  what  he  feared  was  true -if  the  flames  swept  over 
that  slope. 

He  stumbled  over  a  root  and  fell  headlong,  picked 
himself  up  and  went  on  again,  taking  great  leaps,  like 
a  scared  deer.  She  was  down  there.  And  when  the 
fire  struck  that  manzanita  it  would  just  go  swoosh  in 
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every  direction  at  once.  ...  And  so  he,  brave,  im- 
pulsive young  fool  that  he  was,  rushed  down  into  it  as 
though  he  were  indeed  a  god  and  could  hold  back  the 
flames  until  she  was  safe  away  from  the  place. 
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CHAPTER  TEN 

WHEN    FORESTS    ABE    ABLAZB 

TT  seemed  to  Jack  that  he  had  been  running  for  an 
X   hour,  though  it  could  not  have  been  more  than  a  few 
minutes  at  most.     Where  the   trail  swung  out  and 
around  a  steep,  rocky  place,  he  left  it  and  plunged 
heedlessly  straight  down  the  hill.     The  hot  breath  of 
the  fire  swept  up  in  gusts,  bearing  charred  flakes  that 
had  been  leaves.     The  smoke  billowed  up  to  him,  then 
drove  back  in  the  tricky  air-currents  that  played  imp- 
ishly around  the  fire.     When  he  could  look  down  to 
the  knoll  where  the  hydrometer  stood,  he  saw  that  it 
was  not  yet  afire,  but  that  the  flames  were  working  that 
way  faster  even  than  he  had  feared. 

Between  gasps  he  shouted  her  name  as  Hank  Brown 
had  repeated  it  to  him.  He  stopped  on  a  ledge  and 
stared  wildly,  in  a  sudden  panic,  lest  he  should  somehow 
miss  her.  He  called  again,  even  while  reason  told  him 
that  his  voice  could  not  carry  any  distance,  with  all  that 
crackle  and  roar.  He  forced  himself  to  stand  there  for 
a  minute  to  get  his  breath  and  to  see  just  how  far  the 
fire  had  already  swept,  and  how  fast  it  was  spreading. 
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Even  while  he  stood  there,  a  flaming  pine  branch 
came  whirling  up  and  fell  avidly  upon  a  buck  bush 
beside  him.  The  bush  crackled  and  shriveled,  a  thin 
spiral  of  smoke  mounting  upward  into  the  cloud  that 
rolled  overhead.  Jack  stood  dazed,  watching  the  yellow 
tongues  go  licking  up  the  smaller  branches.  While  he 
stood  looking,  the  ravaging  flames  had  devoured  leaves 
and  twigs  and  a  dead  branch  or  two,  and  left  the  bush 
a  charred,  smoking,  dead  thing  that  waved  its  blackened 
stubs  of  branches  impotently  in  the  wind.  Alone  it  had 
stood,  alone  it  had  died  the  death  of  fire. 

"  Marion  Rose  1 "  he  shouted  abruptly,  and  began  run- 
ning again.  "Marion  Rose  I"  But  the  hot  wind 
whipped  the  words  from  his  lips,  and  the  deep,  sullen 
roar  of  the  fire  drowned  his  voice.  Still  calling,  he 
reached  the  road  that  led  to  Crystal  Lake.  The  wind 
was  hotter,  the  roar  was  deeper  and  louder  and  seemed 
to  fill  all  the  world.  Hot,  black  ash  flakes  settled  thick 
around  him. 

Then,  all  at  once,  he  saw  her  standing  in  the  middle 
of  the  road,  a  little  farther  up  the  hill.  She  was  s+aring 
fascinated  at  the  fire,  her  eyes  wide  like  a  child's,  her 
face  with  the  rapt  look  he  had  seen  when  she  stood 
looking  down  from  the  peak  into  the  heart  of  the  forest. 
And  then,  when  he  saw  her,  Jack  could  run  no  more. 
His  knees  bent  under  him,  as  though  the  bone  had  turned 
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suddenly  to  soft  gristle,  and  he  tottered  weakly  when  he 
tried  to  hurry  to  her. 

"  Isn't  it  V  jnderful  ? »  she  called  out  when  she  saw 
him.  Her  words  came  faintly  to  him  in  all  that  rush 
and  crackle  of  flame  and  wind  together.  "  I  never  saw 
anything  like  it  before  — did  you?  It  sprung  up  all 
at  once,  and  the  first  I  knew  it  was  sweeping  along." 

"  Don't  stand  here !  "  Jack  panted  hoarsely.  "  Good 
Lord,  girl !     You  — " 

"Why,  you've  been  running! »  she  cried,  in  a  sur- 
prised tone.  "  Were  you  down  there  in  it  ?  I  thought 
you  had  to  stay  up  on  top."  She  had  to  raise  her  voice 
to  make  him  hear  her. 

Her  absolute  ignorance  of  the  danger  exasperated  him. 
He  took  her  by  the  arm  and  swung  her  up  the  trail 
"  We've  got  to  beat  it !  "  he  yelled  in  her  ear.  "  Can't 
you  see  it's  coming  this  way  ?  " 

"  It  can't  come  fast  enough  to  catch  us,"  she  answered 
impatiently.  « It's  away  back  there  down  the  hill  yet. 
Wait  I     I  want  to  watch  it  for  a  minute." 

A  bushy  cedar  tree  ten  feet  away  to  their  left  suddenly 
burst  into  flame  and  burned  viciously,  each  branch  a 
sheet  of  fire. 

"  Well,  what  do  you  know  about  iUt?"  cried  Marion 
Eose.     "  It  jumped  from  away  down  there !  " 
"  Come  on !  "     Pulling  her  by  the  arm.  Jack  began 
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running  again  up  the  hill,  leaving  the  road  where  it 
swung  to  the  east  and  taking  a  short  cut  through  the 
open  space  in  the  brush.  "  Bun  I  "  he  urged,  still  pull- 
ing at  her  arm.  "We're  — got  to  — swing  around 
it—" 

She  ran  with  him,  a  little  of  their  peril  forcing  itself 
upon  her  consciousness  and  making  her  glance  often  over 
her  shoulder.  And  Jack  kept  pulling  at  her  arm,  help- 
ing her  to  keep  her  feet  when  she  stumbled,  which  she 
did  often,  because  she  would  not  look  where  she  was 
going. 

•"  Don't  look  —  run  I "  he  urged,  when  another  brand 
fell  in  a  fir  near  them  and  set  the  whole  tree  ablaze. 
The  air  around  them  was  hot,  like  the  breath  of  a 
furnace. 

She  did  not  answer  him,  but  she  let  him  lead  her 
whither  he  would.  And  they  came  breathless  to  the 
rocky  outcropping  through  which  the  pack  trail  wormed 
its  way  farther  down  the  hill.  There  he  let  her  stop, 
for  he  knew  that  they  had  passed  around  the  upper 
edge  of  the  fire,  and  were  safe  unless  the  wind  changed. 
He  helped  her  upon  a  high,  flat-topped  boulder  that 
overlooked  the  balsam  thicket  and  manzanita  slope,  and 
together  they  faced  the  deba    '  ery  of  the  flames. 

Even  in  the  few  minutes  since  Jack  had  stopped  on 
that  rocky  knoll  the  fire  had  swept  far.     It  had  crossed 
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the  Crystal  Lake  road  and  was  now  eating  its  way  stead- 
1  y  up  the  timbered  hillside  beyond.     The  manzanita 
slope  where  the  girl  had  sat  and  signalled  with  her 
mirror  was  all  charred  and  stripped  bare  of  live  growth 
and  the  flames  were  licking  up  the  edges  beyond.         ' 
^^  Jack  touched  her  arm  and  pointed  to  the  place. 
You  said  it  couldn't  travel  very  fast,"  he  reminded 
her.     '  Look  down  there  where  you  sat  fooling  with 
the  little  mirror." 

Marion  looked  and  turned  white.  «  Oh  I  "  she  c-ied. 
"It  wasn't  arywhere  near  when  I  started  up  the  road. 
Oh  do  you  suppose  it  has  burned  down  as  far  as  the 
cabin?  Because  there's  Kate-can't  we  go  and 
see  {" 

"  We  can't,  and  when  I  left  the  lookout  the  fire  wa8 
away  up  this  side  of  Toil-Gate,  and  not  spreading  down 
that  way.  Wind's  strong.  Come  on  - 1  expect  I  bet- 
ter beat  it  back  up  there.     They  might  phone." 

"  But  I  must  hunt  Kate  up !    Why,  she  was  all  alone 
there,  taking  a  nap  in  the  hammock !    If  it  should  -" 

"It  won't,"  Jack  reiterated  positively.  «I  ought 
to  know,  oughtn't  I?  It's  my  business  to  watch  fires 
and  see  how  they're  acting,  isn't  it?"  He  saw  her 
still  determined,  and  tried  another  argument.  «  Listen 
here.  It  isn't  far  up  to  the  station.  We'll  go  up  there 
and  I'll  phone  down  to  the  office  to  have  the  firemen 
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stop  and  see  if  she's  all  right.  They'll  have  to  come 
right  by  there,  to  get  at  the  fire.  And  you  can't  cross 
that  burning  strip  now  — not  on  a  bet,  you  couldn't. 
And  if  you  could,"  he  added  determinedly,  "  I  wouldn't 
let  you  try  it.  Come  on  — we'll  go  up  and  do  that 
little  thiig,  telephone  to  the  office  and  have  them  look 
after  Kate." 

Marion,  to  his  great  relief,  yielded  to  the  point  of 
facing  up  hill  with  him  and  t  king  a  step  or  two.  "  But 
you  don't  know  Kate,"  she  demurred,  turiMng  her  face 
again  toward  the  welter  of  burning  timber.  "  She'll 
be  worried  to  death  about  me,  and  it  would  be  just  like 
her  to  start  right  out  to  hunt  me  up.  I've  simply  got 
to  get  back  and  let  her  know  I'm  all  right." 

Jack  threw  back  his  head  and  laughed  aloud  —  think 
how  long  it  had  been  since  he  really  had  laughed! 
"  What's  the  matter  with  phoniug  that  you're  all  right  ? 
I  guMs  the  wire  will  stand  that  extra  sentence,  maybe 
—  and  you  can  phone  in  yourself,  if  you  want  to  con- 
vince them  ab-so-lutely.     What  ? " 

"  Well,  who'd  ever  have  thought  that  I  might  phone 
a  message  to  Kate !  Down  there  in  that  hole  of  a  place 
where  we  live,  one  can  scarcely  believe  that  tl^ere  are 
telephones  in  the  world.  Let's  hurry,  then.  Kate  will 
be  perfectly  wild  till  she  hears  that  I  am  safe.  And 
then  — "  she  quirked  her  lips  in  a  little  smile,  "  she'll 
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be  wilder  atill  because  I'm  not  there  where  the  supposed 
I'd  be  when  she  waked  up." 

Jack  replied  with  something  slangy  and  youthful  and 
altogether  like  the  old  Jack  Corey,  and  .ed  her  up  the 
steep  trail  to  the  peak.     They  took  their  time,  now 
that  they  were  beyond  the  fire  /one.     They  turned  often 
to  watch  the  flaraos  while  they  got  their  breath;  and 
every  time  Marion  stopped,  she  observed  tritely  that  it 
was  a  shame  such  beautiful  timber  must  bum,  and  in- 
variably added,  "  But  isn't  it  beautiful  ?  »     And  to  both 
observations  Jack  would  agree  without  any  scorn  of  the 
triteness.     Whereas  he  would  have  been  furious  had  a 
mere  tourist  exclaimed  about  the  beauty  of  a  forest  fire, 
which  to  him  had  always  -eemed  a  terrible  thing. 

They  found  the  telephone  ringing  like  mad,  and  Jack 
turned  red  around  the  ears  and  stuttered  a  good  deal 
before  he  was  through  answering  the  questions  of  the 
supervisor,  and  explaining  why  he  had  not  answered 
the  phone  in  the  last  hour. 

"Here,  let  me  talk,"  commanded  Marion  suddenly, 
and  took  the  receiver  out  of  Jack's  hand.  "  I'll  tell 
you  where  he  was,"  she  called  crisply  to  the  accusing 
voice  at  the  other  end.  "  I  was  down  the  hill,  right  in 
the  track  of  the  fire,  and  I  couldn't  get  back  to  the  cabin 
at  all,  and  —  ah  —  this  gentleman  saw  me  through  the 
telescope  and  ran  down  there  and  got  me  out  of  it.     And 
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right  where  I  had  been  sitting  on  a  rock,  the  fire  haa 
burned  just  everything!     And  I  wish  you  would  get 
word  somehow  to  Miss  Kate  Humphrey,  at  Toll-Gate 
cabin,  that  Marion  Rose  is  all  right  and  will  be  home 
just  as  soon  as  she  can  get  down  there  without  burning 
her  shoes.     And  —  oh,  will  you  please  tell  her  that  I 
took  the  bread  out  of  the  oven  before  I  left,  and  that 
it's  under  the  box  the  cream  came  in  ?    I  put  it  there 
to  keep  the  bluejays  away  from  it  till  she  woke  up,  and 
she  may  not  know  where  to  look.  .  .  .  Yes,  thank  you, 
I  think  that  will  bo  all.  ...  But  listen !     This  man 
up  here  saved  my  life,  though  of  course  it  is  a  pity  he 
was  not  here  to  answer  the  phone,  every  minute  of  the 
day.     What  I  want  tr  -ay  is  that  it  was  my  fault,  and 
I  hope  you'll  please  excuse  me  for  having  a  life  that 
needed  to  be  saved  just  when  you  called!     I  wouldn't 
for  the  world  ...  Oh,  don't  mention  it !     I  just  didn't 
want  you  to  blame  him,  is  all.     Good-by." 

She  turned  to  Jack  with  a  little  frown.  "People 
seem  to  think,  just  because  you  work  for  a  living,  that 
your  whole  mission  in  life  is  to  take  orders  on  the  jump. 
It  was  that  way  at  the  Mariha  Washington,  and  every 
other  place  I  ever  worked.  That  man  down  there  seems 
to  think  that  your  life  begins  and  ends  right  here  in  this 
little  glass  box.  What  made  you  apologize  for  keep- 
ing a  telephone  call  waiting  while  you  went  out  and 
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•avcd  ,  perfectl^r  g«xl  life)    Men  ,re  the  quee,e.t 
things  t " 

She  went  out  and  climbed  upon  the  rock  where  Jac^x 
had  lain  watching  her,  and  set  herself  down  as  comfort- 
ably  as  possible,  and  stared  at  the  fire  while  Jack  located 
on  the  chart  the  present  extrmt  of  the  blazing  area,  and 
•ent  in  his  report.     \Vhen  he  had  finished  h.  ^.'d  not 
go  out  to  her  immediately.     He  stoo<l  staring  down  the 
h.11  with  his  eyebrows  pinched  together.     Now  and  then 
he  hftod  his  hand  unconsciously  and  pushed  his  heavy 
thatch  of  hair  straight  back  from  his  forehead,  where 
It  began  at  once  to  lie  wavy  as  of  old.     He  was  feeling 
again  the  personal  sense  of  tragedy  and  loss  in  that 
fire;  cursing  again  his  helplessness  to  check  it  or  turn 
It  aside  from  that  beautiful  stretch  of  timber  over  toward 
Genessee. 

Now  the  shadows  had  crept  down  the  elope  again  to 
^here  the  fire  glow  beat  them  back  while  it  crisped  the 
balsam  thicket.  Behind  him  the  sun,  sinking  low  over 
the  crest  of  a  far-off  ridge,  sent  flaming  banners  across 
the  smoke  cloud.  The  sky  above  was  all  curdled  with 
gold  and  crimson,  while  the  smoke  cloud  below  was  a 
^rgid  black  shot  through  with  sparks  and  tongues  of 
name. 

Where  were  the  fire-fighters,  that  they  did  not  check 
the  mad  race  of  flames  before  they  crossed  that  canyon  ? 
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It  seemed  to  Jack  that  never  had  a  fire  burned  with  so 
headlong  a  rush.  Then  his  eyes  went  to  the  blackened 
manzanita  slope  where  Marion  had  been  idling,  and  he 
shivered  at  what  might  have  happened  down  there.  To 
comfort  himself  with  the  sight  of  her  safe  and  serene, 
he  turned  and  went  out,  meaning  to  go  up  where  she 
was. 

She  was  still  sitting  on  the  rock,  gazing  down  the 
mountain,  her  face  sober.     Her  hat  was  off,  and  the 
wind  was  blowing  the  short  strands  of  her  hair  around 
her  face.     She  was  leaning  back  a  little,  braced  by  a 
hand  upon  the  rock.     She  looked  a  goddess  of  the  moun- 
tain tops.  Jack  thought.     He  stood  there  staring  up  at 
her,  just  as  he  had  stared  down  at  her  when  she  had 
stood  looking  into  the  lake.     Did  she  feel  as  he  felt 
about  the  woods  and  mountains?  he  wondered.     She 
seemed  rather  fond  of  staring  and  staring  and  saying 
nothing  — and  yet,  he  remembered,  when  she  talked 
she  gave  no  hint  at  all  of  any  deep  sense  of  the  beauty 
of  her  surroundings.     When  she  talked  she  was  just 
like  other  town  girls  he  had  known,  a  bit  slangy,  more 
than  a  bit  self-possessed,  and  frivolous  to  the  point  of 
being  flippant.     That  type  he  knew  and  could  meet 
fairly  on  a  level.     But  when  she  was  looking  and  saying 
nothing,  she  seemed  altogether  different.     Which,  he 
wondered,  was  the  real  Marion  Rose  ? 
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While  he  stood  gazing,  she  turned  and  looked  down  at 
bini;  >,  little  blankly  at  first,  as  though  she  had  just 
waked  from  sleep  or  from  abstraction  too  deep  for  instant 
recovery.     Then  she  smiled  and  changed  her  position 
putting  up  both  hands  to  pat  and  pull  her  hair  into 
neatness;  and  with  the  movement  she  ceased  to  be  a 
brooding  goddess  of  the  mountain  tops,  and  became  again 
the  girl  who  had  perversely  taken  the  telephone  away 
from  him,  the  girl  who  had  played  mock  billiards  upon 
his  beloved  chart,  the  girl  who  said -she  said  it  now, 
while  he  was  thinking  of  her  melodious  way  of  saying 

"  Well,  what  do  you  know  about  that  ? "  she  inquired, 
making  a  gesture  with  one  arm  toward  the  fire  while'  • 
with  the  other  she  fumbled  in  her  absurd  little  vanity 
bag.     « It  just  burns  as  if  it  had  a  grudge  against  the 
country    doesn't  it?    But  isn't  it  perfectly  gorgeous, 
with  all  that  sunset  and  everything!    It  looks  like  a 
Bhffen  ten-reel  picture.     He  ought  to  see  it  -  he  could 
get   some   great  pointers   for   his   next   big  picture. 
Wouldn't  that  be  just  dandy  on  the  screen  ?  "     She  had 
found  her  powder  puff  and  her  tiny  mirror,  and  she  was 
dabbing  at  her  nose  and  her  cheeks,  which  no  more 
needed  powder  than  did  the  little  birds  that  chirped 
around  her.     Between  dabs,  she  was  looking  down  the 
mountain,  with  an  occasional  wave  of  her  puff  toward 
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some  particularly  "  striking  effeci "  of  fire  and  sunset 
and  rolling  smoke  and  tall  pines  seen  dimly  in  the 
background. 

Jack  wanted  to  climb  up  there  and  shake  her  out  of 
her  frivolity.  Which  was  strange  when  you  consider 
that  all  his  life,  until  three  months  ago,  he  had  lived 
in  the  midst  of  just  such  unthinking  flippancy,  had  been 
a  part  of  it  and  had  considered  —  as  much  as  he  ever 
considered  anything  —  that  it  was  the  only  life  worth 
living. 

He  went  around  the  little  rock  pinnacle  and  stood 
looking  somberly  down  at  the  devastation  that  was  being 
wrought,  with  no  greater  beginning,  probably,  than  a 
dropped  match  or  cigarette  stub.  He  was  thinking 
hazily  that  so  his  old  life  had  been  swept  away  in  the 
devastating  effect  of  a  passing  whim,  a  foolish  bit  of 
play.  The  girl  irritated  him  with  her  chatter  —  yet 
three  months  ago  he  himself  would  have  considered  it 
brilliant  conversation,  and  would  have  exerted  himself 
to  keep  pace  with  her. 

"  Listen !  "  she  cried  suddenly,  and  Jack  turned  his 
head  quickly  before  he  remembered  that  the  word  had 
come  to  mean  nothing  more  than  a  superfluous  ejacula- 
tion hung,  like  a  bangle  on  a  bracelet,  to  the  sentences 
of  modem  youth.  "  Listen,  it's  going  to  be  dark  before 
that  fire  bums  itself  out  of  the  way.    How  am  I  going 


WHEN  FORESTS  ARE  ABLAZE      119 

to  get  home?    Which  way  would  be  best  to  go  around 
It,  do  jou  think  ?  " 

"  No  way  at  all,"  Jack  replied  shortly.     «  You  can't 
go  home." 

"  Why,  forevermore !     I'll  have  to  go  somewhere  else, 
then  —  to  some  farm  house  where  I  can  phone.     Kate 

would  be  simply  wild  if " 

"  Forget  the  farm  house  stuff.  There  aren't  any  such 
trimmings  to  these  mountains.  The  next  farm  house 
18  down  around  Keddie,  somewhere.  Through  the 
woods,  and  mountain  all  the  way."  He  said  it  rather 
crossly,  for  his  nerves  were  what  he  called  edgy,  and  the 
girl  still  irritated  him. 

"Well,  what  do  you  know  ftbout  that?" 
He  had  known  she  would  say  that.  Cross  between  a 
peacock  and  a  parrot,  she  must  be,  he  thought  vindic- 
tively. It  was  maddening  that  she  would  not  —  could 
not,  perhaps  ?  —  live  up  to  that  goddess-on-the-mountain- 
top  look  she  had  sometimes. 

"  I  don't  know  anything  about  it  except  that  it's  hard 
luck  for  us  both." 

"  Well,  what  —  ? »  She  paused  in  the  act  of  putting 
away  her  first-aid-to-the^omplexion  implements,  and 
looked  at  him  with  her  wide,  purple  eyes.  "  Why,  you 
cross,  mean,  little  stingy  boy,  you !  You  can  have  your 
old  peak  then.     I'll  go  down  and  jump  in  the  lake." 
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She  began  to  climb  down  from  the  little  pinnacle  quite 
as  if  she  meant  to  do  exactly  as  she  said. 

"  Aw,  come  out  of  it  I  "  Jack  tried  not  to  turn  and 
look  at  her  anxiously,  but  he  was  a  human  being. 

"  J  'm  not  in  it  —  yet,"  Marion  retorted  with  dark 
meaning,  and  jumped  to  the  ground. 

"  Hey !  you  wanta  break  a  leg  ?  "  He  swung  toward 
her. 

"  Just  to  spite  you,  I  wouldn't  mind.  Only  you'd 
throw  me  down  there  amongst  all  those  rocks  and  trees 
and  make  it  my  neck.     Oh,  would  you  look  at  that !  " 

"  That "  happened  to  be  Mount  Lassen,  belching 
forth  a  stupendous  column  of  ashes  and  smoke.  Up,  up, 
up  it  went,  as  though  it  meant  to  go  on  and  on  into 
infinity.  Jack  had  seen  it  too  often  to  be  affected  as 
he  had  been  that  first  night.  He  looked  at  Marion 
instead.  She  was  standing  with  her  hands  clinched  by 
her  side,  and  her  breath  sucking  in.  As  the  black 
column  mounted  higher  and  higher,  she  lifted  herself 
to  her  toes,  posing  there  absolutely  unconscious  of  her- 
self. Jack  saw  her  face  grow  pale;  saw  her  eyes 
darken  and  glow  with  inner  excitement.  She  was  once 
more  the  goddess  on  the  mountain  top,  gazing  down  at 
one  of  the  wonders  she  had  wrought.  It  was  as  though 
she  pvlled  that  black  column  up  and  up  and  up  with 
the  tensity  of  her  desire. 
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The  column  mushroomed  suddenly,  rolling  out  in 
great,  pufiFy  billows  bef  .re  it  dipped  and  went  streaming 
away  on  the  wind.  The  mountain  beneath  it  spewed 
sluggish  masses  of  vapor  and  ashes  up  into  the  black 
moil  above,  until  the  whole  mountain  w^s  obscured  and 
only  an  angry,  rolling  cloud  churning  lumpishly  there, 
told  what  was  hidden  beneath. 

Marion  relaxed,  took  a  long,  deep  breath  and  settled 
again  to  her  trim  heels.     She  was  not  filled  with  terror 
as  Jack  had  been;  though  that  may  have  been' because 
she  was  not  cast  up  here  like  a  piece  of  driftwood  out 
of  her  world,  nor  was  she  alone.     But  Jack  paid  her 
the  tribute  of  bowing  mentally  before  her  splendid 
courage.     She  gazed  a  while  longer,  awed  ecstasy  in  her 
face.     Then  slowly  she  swung  and  stared  at  that  other 
churning  cloud  behind  her  —  the  crimsoned-tinted  cloud 
of  destruction.     She  flung  out  both  arms  impulsively. 
"  Oh,  you  world !  "  she  cried  adoringly,  unafraid  yet 
worshipping.     « I'd  like  to  be  the  wind,  so  I  could  touch 
you  and  kiss  you  and  beat  you,  and  make  you  love  me 
the  way  I  love  you !     I'd  rather  be  a  tree  and  grow  up 
here  and  swing  my  branches  in  the  wind  and  then  bum, 
than  be  a  little  petty,  piffling  human  being—  I  would ! 
I'm  not  afraid  of  you.     You  couldn't  make  me  afraid 
of  you.     You  can  storm  and  rage  around  all  you  like. 
I  only  love  you  for  it  —  you  beautiful  thing !  " 
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It  made  Jack  feel  as  though  he  had  blundered  upon 
a  person  kneeling  in  prayer ;  she  was,  after  all,  the  god- 
dess she  looked,  he  thought  whimsically.  At  least  she 
had  all  the  makings  of  a  goddess  of  the  mountain  top. 
He  felt  suddenly  inferior  and  gross,  and  he  turned  to 
leave  her  alone  with  her  beautiful,  terrible  world.  But 
manlike  he  did  a  frightfully  human  and  earthly  thing ; 
he  knocked  his  foot  against  an  empty  coal-oil  can,  and 
stood  betrayed  in  his  purpose  of  flight. 

She  turned  her  head  and  looked  at  him  like  one  just 
waking  from  a  too-vivid  dream.  She  frowned,  and  then 
she  smiled  with  a  little  ironical  twist  to  her  soft  curving 
lips. 

"You  heard  what  I  said  about  piffling  human 
beings  ? "  she  asked  him  sweetly.  "  That  is  your  cata- 
logue number.  Why  for  goodness'  sake!  With  your 
hair  done  in  that  marcelle  pompadour,  and  that  grin, 
you  look  exactly  like  Jack  Corey,  that  Los  Angeles  boy 
that  all  the  girls  were  simply  crazy  about,  till  he  turned 
out  to  be  such  a  perfectly  terrible  villain !  " 
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CHAPTER  ELEVEN 

SYMPATHY   AND  ADVIC3B 

PP  VERY  bit  of  color  was  swept  from  Jack's  face, 
-Li  save  the  black  of  his  lashes  and  eyebrows  and 
the  brown  of  his  eyes  that  looked  at  her  in  startled 
self-betrayal.     He  saw  the  consternation  flash  into  her 
face  when  she  first  understood  how  truly  her  random 
shot  had  hit  the  mark,  and  he  dropped  upon  the  bench 
by  the  doorway  and  buried  his  face  in  his  shaking  hands. 
But  youth  does  not  suffer  without  making  some  struggle 
against  the  pain.     Suddenly  he  lifted  his  head  and 
looked  at  her  with  passionate  resentment. 
^^  "  Well,  why  don't  you  run  and  tell  ?  »  he  cried  harshly. 
"  There's  the  telephone  in  there.     Why  don't  you  caU 
up  the  office  and  have  them  send  the  sheriff  hot-footing 
it  up  here  ?     If  Jack  Corey's  such  a  villain,  why  don't 
you  do  something  about  it  ?     For  the  Lord's  sake  don't 
stand  there  looking  at  me  as  if  I'm  going  to  swallow  you 
whole!     Get  somebody  on  the  phone,  and  then  beat  it 
before  I  cut  loose  and  be  the  perfectly  awful  villain 
you  think  I  am !  " 

Marion  took  a  startled  step  away  from  him,  turned 
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and  came  hesitatingly  toward  hiw.  And  as  bhe  ad- 
vanced she  smiled  a  little  ostejitttiously  whimsical 
smile  and  touched  the  butt  of  her  six-shooter. 

"  I'm  heeled,  so  I  should  be  agitated,"  she  said  flip- 
pantly. "  I  always  was  crazy  to  get  the  inside  dope 
on  that  affair.  Tell  me.  Were  you  boys  honest-to- 
goodness  bandits,  or  what  'i  " 

"What,  mostly."  Jack  gave  her  a  sullen,  upward 
glance  from  under  his  eyebrows.  "  Go  ahead  and  play 
at  cat-and-mouse,  if  you  want  to.  Nobody'll  stop  you, 
I  guess.  Have  all  the  fun  you  want  —  you're  getting 
it  cheap  enough ;  cheaper  by  a  darned  sight  than  you'll 
get  the  inside  dope  you're  crazy  for." 

"  What  do  you  know  about  it !  —  me  running  on  to 
Jack  Corey,  away  up  here  on  the  top  of  the  world !  " 
But  it  was  hard  to  be  flippant  while  she  looked  down 
into  that  stricken  young  face  of  his,  and  saw  the  white 
line  around  his  lips  that  ought  to  be  smiling  at  life; 
saw,  too,  the  trembling  of  his  bruised  hands,  that  he 
tried  so  hard  to  hold  steady.  She  came  still  closer;  so 
close  that  she  could  have  touched  his  arm. 

"  It  was  the  papers  called  you  such  awful  things. 
I  didn't,"  she  said,  wistfully  defensive.  "I  couldn't 
—  not  after  seeing  you  on  the  beach  that  day,  playing 
around  like  a  great  big  kid,  and  not  making  eyes  at 
the  girls  when  they  made  eyes  at  you.     You  —  you 
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didn't  act  like  a  villain,  when  I  saw  you.     You  acted 

like  a  big  boy  that  likes  to  have  fun -oh,  just  oodles 

of  fun,  but  hasn't  got  a  mean  hair  in  his  head.     I  know ; 

I  watched  you  and  the  fellows  you  were  with.     I  was 

up  on  the  pier  looking  down  at  you  whooping  around  in 

the  surf.     And  next  day,  when  the  girls  at  the  Martha 

Washington  read  about  it  in  the  papers,  I  just  couldn't 

believe  it  was  true,  what  they  said  about  you  boys  being 

organized  into  bandits  and  all  that,  and  leading  a  double 

life  and  everything. 

"But  it  did  look  bad  when  you  beat  it  — about  two 
jumps  ahead  of  the  police,  at  that.  You  see  Fred  was 
along  with  the  man  that  was  shot,  and  being  in  the 
garage  and  around  automobiles  all  the  time,  he  thought 
to  read  the  number  of  your  car,  and  remembered  it; 
near  enough  anyway,  so  that  he  knew  for  sure  it  was  the 
Singleton  Corey  car  by  the  make  and  general  appear- 
ance of  it,  and  identified  it  positively  when  he  saw  it  in 
your  garage.     And  that  did  make  it  look  bad !  " 

"  What  did  mother  do  when  they  —  ?  »  Jack  did  not 
look  up  while  he  stammered  the  question  that  had 
been  three  months  feeding  his  imagination  with  hor- 
rors. 

"  Why,  she  didn't  do  anything.  She  went  right  away, 
that  very  morning,  to  a  sanitarium  and  would  not  see 
anybody  but  her  own  private  nurse  and  her  own  private 


I 


ii 


126 


THE  LOOKOUT  MAN 


f     , 


f:  if 


\  m^' 


!i" 


I 


doctor.  They  gave  out  bulletins  about  how  she  slept 
and  what  she  had  for  breal  fasit,  and  all  that.  But, 
believe  me,  brother,  they  didn't  get  any  dope  from  her ! 
She  just  oimply  would  not  be  interviewed ! " 

Jack  let  out  a  long  breath  and  sat  up.  At  the  corners 
of  his  mouth  there  lurked  the  temptation  to  smile. 
**  That's  mother  —  true  to  form,"  he  muttered  admir- 
ingly. 

"  Of  course,  they  scouted  around  and  got  most  of  the 
boys  that  were  with  you,  but  they  couldn't  get  right  down 
to  brass  tacks  and  prove  anything  except  that  they  were 
with  you  at  the  beach.  They're  still  holding  them  on 
bail  or  something,  I  believe.  You  know  how  those 
things  kind  of  drop  out  of  the  news.  There  was  a  big 
police  scandal  came  along  and  crowded  all  you  little 
bandits  off  the  front  page.  But  I  know  the  trial  hasn't 
taken  place  yet,  because  Fred  would  hav  be  a  wit- 
ness, so  he'd  know,  of  course.  And,  besides,  the  man 
hasn't  died  or  got  well  or  anything,  yet,  and  they're 
waiting  to  see  what  he's  going  to  do." 

"  Who's  Fred  ?  "  Jack  stood  up  and  leaned  toward 
her,  feeling  all  at  once  that  he  must  know,  and  know 
at  once,  wh*:*  Fred  might  be. 

"  Why,  he's  Kate's  brother.  He's  down  here  at  Toil- 
Gate  cabin,  working  out  the  assessments  — " 

Jack  sat  down  again  and  caressed  his  bruised  knuckles 
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abuontly.     «  Well,  then,  I  guess  this  is  the  finish,"  he 
said  dully,  after  a  minute. 

"  Why  ?  He'll  never  climb  up  here  —  and  if  he  did 
he  wouldn't  know  you.  He  couldn't  recognize  your 
face  by  the  number  of  your  car,  you  know !  "  Then  she 
added,  with  beautiful  directness,  "  It  wouldn't  be  so 
bad,  if  you  hadn't  been  the  ringleader  and  put  the  other 
boys  up  to  robbing  cars.     But  I  suppose—" 

Jack  got  up  again,  but  this  time  he  towered  belliger- 
ently above  her.  "  Who  says  I  was  the  ringleader  ?  If 
it  was  Fred  I'll  go  down  there  and  push  his  face  into  the 
back  of  his  neck  for  him  I    Who  — " 

"Oh,  just  those  nice  friends  of  yours.  They 
wouldn't  own  up  to  anything  except  being  with  you, 
but  told  everybody  that  it  was  you  ^^-at  did  it.  But 
honestly  I  didn't  believe  that.  Hardly  any  of  us  girls 
at  the  Martha  did.     But  Fred  —  " 

Just  then  the  telephone  rang  again,  and  Jack  had  to 
go  in  and  report  the  present  extent  of  the  fire,  and  tell 
just  where  and  just  how  fast  it  was  spreading,  and  what 
was  the  direction  of  the  wind.  The  interruption 
steadied  him,  gave  him  time  to  think. 

Since  the  girl  knew  him,  and  knew  the  circumstances 
of  his  flight,  and  since  the  boys  had  turned  on  him,  Jack 
argued  with  himself  that  he  might  just  as  well  tell  her 
what  little  there  was  to  tell.     There  was  nothing  to  be 
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gained  by  trying  to  keep  the  thing  a  secret  from  her. 
Besides,  he  craved  sympathy,  though  he  did  not  admit 
it.  Ue  craved  the  privilege  of  talking  about  that  night 
to  some  one  who  would  understand,  and  who  could  be 
trusted.  Marion  Rose,  ho  felt,  was  the  only  person  in 
the  world  he  could  tell.  He  could  talk  to  her  —  Lord, 
what  a  relief  that  would  be!  He  could  tell  her  all 
about  it,  and  she  would  understand.  Her  sympathy  at 
that  moment  seemed  the  most  precious  thing  in  the 
world. 

So  he  went  outside  and  sat  down  again  on  the  bench, 
and  told  her  the  exact  truth  about  that  night;  how  it 
had  started  in  drunken  foolery,  and  all  the  rest  of 
it.  lie  even  explained  the  exact  route  he  had  taken 
home  so  as  to  come  into  town  apparently  from  Pasa- 
dena. 

"  Well,  what  do  you  know  about  that! "  Marion  mur- 
mured several  times  during  the  recital.  And  Jack 
found  the  phrase  soothing  whenever  she  uttered  it,  and 
plunged  straightway  into  further  revelations  of  his 
ebullient  past. 

"  I  suppose,"  he  ventured,  when  he  could  think  of 
nothing  more  to  tell  and  so  came  back  to  the  starting 
point,  "  I  ought  to  beat  it  outa  here  while  the  beating's 
good.  I  can't  go  back  —  on  account  of  mother.  I 
could  hotfoot  it  up  to  Canada,  maybe.  .  .  ." 
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'•  Don't  you  do  it  I  "    Marion  wound  the  itring  of  her 
vanity  ba^  so  tightly  round  and  round  her  index  finger 
that  her  pink,  polished  nail  turned  purple.     She  next 
unwound  the  string  and  rubbed  the  nail  Bolicitously. 
"Jtist  because  we're  down  there  at  Toll-Oate  doesn't 
mean  you  aren't  safe  up  here.     Why,  you're  safer, 
really.     Because  if  any  one  got  track  of  you,  we'd  hear 
of  it  right  away  —  Kate  and  I  walk  to  town  once  in  a 
while,  and  there's  hardly  a  day  passes  that  we  don't  see 
somebody  to  talk  to.     Everybody  talks  when  they  meet 
you,  in  this  country,  whether  they  know  you  or  not 
And  I  could  come  up  right  away  and  tell  you.     Having 
a  bandit  treed  up  here  on  top  would  make  such  a  hit 
that  they'd  all  be  talking  about  it.     It  certainly  would 
be  keen  to  listen  to  them  and  know  more  about  it  than 
any  of  them." 

"  Oh,  would  it  I  I'm  glad  it  strikes  you  that  way  — 
it  don't  me."  What  a  fool  a  fellow  was  when  he  went 
spilling  his  troubles  into  a  girl's  ears !  He  got  up  and 
walked  glumly  down  to  the  niche  in  the  rocks  where  he 
hid  from  tourists,  and  stood  there  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets,  glowering  down  at  the  fierce,  ember-threaded 
waves  of  flame  that  surged  through  the  forest.  Dusk 
only  made  the  fire  more  terrible  to  him.  Had  this  new 
trouble  not  launched  itself  at  him,  he  would  be  filled 
with  a  sick  horror  of  the  destruction,  but  as  it  was  he 
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only  stared  at  it  dully,  not  caring  much  about  it  one  way 
or  the  other. 

Well,  he  asked  himself,  what  kind  of  a  fool  would  he 
make  of  himself  next?  Unloading  his  secret  and  his 
heartache  to  a  girl  that  only  thought  it  would  be  "  keen  " 
to  have  a  bandit  treed  up  here  at  the  lookout  station! 
Why  couldn'*  he  have  kept  his  troubles  to  himself? 
He'd  be  hollering  it  into  the  phone,  next  thing  he  knew. 
They'd  care,  down  there  in  the  oflBce,  as  much  as  she  did, 
anyway.  And  the  secret  would  probably  be  safer  with 
them  than  it  would  be  with  her. 

He  had  a  mental  picture  of  her  hurrying  to  tell  Fred : 
"  What  do  you  know  about  it  ?  Jack  Corey,  the  bandit, 
is  treed  up  at  the  lookout  station !  He  told  me  all  the 
inside  dope — "  The  thought  of  her  animated  chatter 
to  Fred  on  the  subject  of  his  one  real  tragedy,  made  him 
clench  his  hands. 

The  very  presence  of  her  brought  it  back  too  vividly, 
though  that  had  not  struck  him  at  first,  when  his  hunger 
for  human  sympathy  had  been  his  keenest  emotion. 
What  a  fool  he  had  been,  to  think  that  she  would  care ! 
What  a  fool  he  had  been  to  think  that  these  mountains 
would  shelter  him ;  to  think  that  he  could  forget,  and  be 
forgotten.  And  Hen  had  told  them  that  Jack  Corey  did 
it  1  That  was  about  what  Hen  would  do  —  sneak  out 
of  it.    And  the  man  wasn't  dead  yet;  not  recovered 
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either,  for  that  matter.     There  was  still  the  chance  that 
he  might  die. 

There  was  his  mother  hiding  herself  away  from  her 
world  in  a  sanitarimn.    It  was  like  her  to  do  that  - 
but  It  was  hard  to  know  he  had  broken  up  aU  the 
pleasant,  well-ordered  little  grooves  of  her  life;  hard 
to  know  how  her  pride  must  suffer  because  he  was  her 
son.     She  would  feel  now,  more  than  ever,  that  Jack 
was  just  like  his  father.     Being  like  his  father  meant 
reproach  because  he  was  not  like  her,  and  that  was  always 
galling  to  Jack.    And  how  she  must  hate  the  thought 
of  him  now. 

He  wished  savagely  that  Marion  Rose  could  go  home 
He  wanted  to  be  alone  with  his  loneliness.  It  seemed 
to  him  now  that  being  alone  meant  merely  peace  and 
contentment.  It  was  people,  he  told  himself  finally 
who  had  brought  all  this  trouble  and  bitterness  into  his 
life. 

He  wished  she  would  go  and  leave  him  alone,  but  that 
was  manifestly  impossible.  Angry  and  hurt  though  he 
was,  he  could  not  contemplate  the  thought  of  letting  her 
go  down  there  into  that  blackened  waste  with  the  thick 
sprinkling  of  bonfires  where  stumps  were  all  ablaze, 
fallen  tangles  of  brush  were  smoldering,  and  dead  trees 
flared  like  giant  torches  or  sent  down  great  blazing 
branches.     She  might  get  through  without  disaster,  but 
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it  would  be  by  a  miracle  of  good  luck.  Even  a  man 
would  hesitate  to  attempt  the  feat  of  working  his  way 
across  the  burning  strip. 

There  was  no  other  place  where  she  could  go.  She 
could  not  go  alone,  in  the  dark,  down  the  mountain  to 
any  of  the  lower  ranches.  She  would  get  lost.  A  man 
would  not  try  that  either,  unless  forced  to  it.  A  man 
would  rather  spend  the  night  under  a  tree  than  fight 
through  miles  of  underbrush  in  the  night.  And  she 
could  not  take  the  old  Taylorville  road  down  to  Indian 
Valley,  either.  It  was  too  far  and  too  dark,  and  a 
slight  change  of  the  wind  would  send  the  fire  sweeping 
in  that  direction.  She  might  get  trapped.  And  none 
of  these  impossibilities  took  into  account  the  prowling 
wild  animals  that  are  at  the  best  untrustworthy  in  the 
dark. 

She  would  have  to  stay.  And  he  would  have  to  stay, 
and  there  did  not  seem  to  Jack  to  be  any  use  in  making 
a  disagreeable  matter  still  more  disagreeable  by  sulking. 
He  discovered  that  he  was  hungry.  He  supposed,  now 
he  came  to  think  of  it,  that  Marion  Rose  would  be 
hungry,  too.  The  protective  instinct  stirred  once  more 
within  him  and  pushed  back  his  anger.  So  he  turned 
and  went  back  to  the  little  station. 

Marion  had  lighted  the  little  lamp,  and  she  was 
cooking  supper  over  the  oil  stove.     She  had  found 
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where  he  stored  hie  supplies  in  a  tightly  built  box  un- 
der  a  smaU  ledge,  and  she  had  helped  herself.    She 

table,  and  while  he  stopped  in  the  door  she  turned  from 
the  Stove  and  be^an  cutting  slices  of  bread  off  one  of 
he  oaves  which  Hant  had  brought  that  day.  With 
her  head  bent  toward  the  lamp,  her  hair  shown  like  pale 
gold  Her  face  looked  veiy  serious -a  bit  sad,  too, 
Jaek  thought;  though  he  could  not  see  where  she  had 
any  reason  to  be  sad;  she  was  not  hiding  away  from 
the  law,  or  anythitg  like  that. 

Whm  she  became  conscious  of  his  presence  she 
glanced  up  at  him  with  swift  inquiry.    «HoWs  the 

M    »ie  wanted  to  know,  quite  as  though  that  was  the 
only  subject  that  interested  them  both 

;^She's  all  there,"  he  returned  briefly,  coming  in. 

Ever^mg's  ready,"  she  announced  cheerfully. 
You  must  be  half  starved.  Do  you  see  what  time  it 
;s  ?  nearly  e.ght  o'clock  already.  And  I  never  dreamed 
It,  until  a  bird  or  something  flew  right  past  my  face 
and  brought  me  to  myself.  I  was  watching  Mount  Las- 
sen. Isn  t  It  keen,  to  have  a  volcano  spouting  off  right 
m  your  front  view?  And  a  fire  on  the  other  side 
you  get  tired  looking  at  one,  you  can  turn 
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Wd  and  look  at  the  other  one.     And  for  a  chan«, 
you  can  wateh  the  lake,  or  just  gaze  at  the  sceneryj 
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and  say  I  —  does  the  star  spangled  banner  still  wave  ? " 

"  She  still  waves/'  Jack  assented  somberly,  picking 
up  the  wash  basin.  Why  couldn't  he  enter  the  girl's 
foolery  ?  He  used  to  be  full  of  it  himself,  and  he  used 
to  consider  that  the  natural  form  of  companionship. 
He  must  be  getting  queer  like  all  other  hermits  he  had 
ever  heard  of.  It  occurred  to  him  that  possibly  Marion 
Kose  was  not  really  feather-brained,  but  that  the  trou- 
ble was  in  himself,  because  he  was  getting  a  chronic 
grouch. 

He  was  thinking  while  he  ate.  He  had  plenty  of 
encouragement  for  thinking,  because  Marion  herself 
seemed  to  be  absorbed  in  her  own  thoughts.  When  she 
was  filling  his  coffee  cup  the  second  time,  she  spoke 
quite  abruptly. 

"  It  would  be  terribly  foolish  for  you  to  leave  here, 
Jack  Corey  —  or  whatever  you  would  rather  be  called. 
I  don't  believe  any  one  has  the  faintest  notion  that  you 
came  up  here  into  this  country.  If  they  had,  they 
would  have  come  after  you  before  this.  But  they're 
still  on  the  watch  for  you  in  other  places,  and  I  suppose 
every  police  station  in  the  country  has  your  description 
tacked  on  the  wall  or  some  place. 

"  I  believe  you'd  better  stay  right  where  you  are, 
and  wait  till  something  turns  up  to  clear  you.  Maybe 
that  man  will  get  well,  and  then  it  won't  be  so  serious ; 
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though,  of  course,  being  right  through  his  lungs,  the 
doctors  claim  it's  pretty  bad.     I'll  know  if  he  dies  or 
not,  because  he's  a  friend  of  Fred's,  and  Fred  would 
hear  right  away.    And  we  can  make  up  a  set  of  sig- 
nals, and  flash  them  with  glasses,  like  we  were  doing 
just  for  fun  this  afternoon.     Then  I  won't  have  to 
clmib  clear  up  here  if  something  happens  that  you 
ought  to  know  about  -  don't  you  see  ?    I  can  walk  out 
m  8,ght  of  here  and  signal  with  my  vanity  mirror.    It 
will  be  fun. 

"And  when  you're  through  here,  if  I  were  you  I'd 
find  some  nice  place  here  in  the  hills  to  camp.     It  isn't 
half  as  bad  to  stay  right  in  the  mountains,  as  it  would 
be  to  stay  in  town  and  imagine  that  every  strange  man 
you  see  has  come  after  you.     Sometimes  J  wish  I  could 
get  right  out  where  there's  not  a  soul,  and  just  stay 
t^ere.    Being  in  the  woods  with  people  around  is  not 
like  being  in  the  woods  with  just  the  woods.    I've  found 
that  out.     People  kind  of  keep  your  mind  tied  dSwn 
to  little  things  that  part  of  you  hates,  don't  you  know  ? 
Like  when  I'm  with  Kate,  I  think  about  facial  massage 
and  mamcuring,  and  shows  that  I'd  like  to  see  and 
can't,  and  places  where  I'd  lik.  to  go  and  eat  and  watch 
the  people  and  dance  and  listen  to  the  music,  and  can't  • 
and  going  to  the  beaches'  when  I  can't,  and  taking  auto- 
mobile trips  when  I  can't,  and  boys  -  and  all  that  aort 
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of  thing.  But  when  I'm  all  by  myself  in  the  woods,  I 
never  think  of  those  things." 

"  I  saw  you  down  there  by  the  hydrometer,  all  by 
yourself.  And  you  were  using  your  powder  puff  to 
beat  the  band."  A  twinkle  lived  for  a  second  or  two  in 
the  somber  brown  of  Jack's  eyes. 

"  You  did  ?  Well,  that  was  second  nature.  I  wasn't 
thinking  about  it,  anyway." 

"  What  were  you  thinking  about  when  you  kept  star- 
ing up  here?  Not  the  beauties  of  nature,  I  bet"  A 
perverse  spirit  made  Jack  try  to  push  her  back  into 
the  frivolous  talk  he  had  so  lately  and  so  bitterly  de- 
plored. 

"  Well,  I  was  wondering  if  you  had  gumption  enough 
to  appreciate  being  up  where  you  could  watch  the  moun- 
tains all  the  while,  and  see  them  by  day  and  by  night 
and  get  really  acquainted  with  them,  so  that  they  would 
tell  you  things  they  remember  about  the  world  a  thou- 
sand years  ago.  I  wondered  if  you  had  it  in  you  to 
appreciate  them,  and  know  jvery  little  whim  of  a 
shadow  and  every  little  laugh  of  the  sun  —  or  whether 
you  just  stayed  up  here  because  they  pay  you  money 
for  staying.  I've  been  so  jealous  of  you,  up  here  in 
your  little  gltas  house  I  I've  lain  awake  the  last  three 
nights,  peeking  through  the  tree-tops  at  the  little  speck 
of  sky  I  could  see  with  stars  in  it,  and  thinking  how 
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you  had  them  spread  out  all  around  you -and  you 
asleep^  maybe,  and  never  looking! 

"I'm  awful  soriy  you're  in  trouble,  and  about  your 
mother  and  all.     But  I  think  you're  the  luckiest  boy 
I  know,  because  you  just  happened  to  get  to  this  place. 
Sometimes  when  I  look  at  you  I  just  want  to  take  you 
by  the  shoulder  and  shake  you  I -because  you  don't 
half  know  how  lucky  you  are.     Why,  all  that  makes 
the  world  such  a  rotten  place  to  live  in  is  because 
the  people  are  starved  all  the  while  for  beauty.    Not 
beauty  you  can  buy,  but  beauty  like  this  around  us, 
that  you  can  feast  on " 

"And  I  get  pretty  well  fed  up  on  it,  too,  sometimes," 
Jack  put  in,  still  perverse. 

"And  for  that  I  pity  you.  I  was  going  to  wash  the 
dishes,  but  you  can  do  it  yourself.  Tm  going  out  where 
1  can  forget  there  are  any  people  in  the  world.  I'U 
never  have  another  night  like  this -it  would  be  too 
much  luck  for  one  person." 

She  set  down  her  cup,  which  she  had  been  tilting 
back  and  forth  in  her  fingers  while  she  spoke.  She  got 
up,  puUed  Jack's  heavy  sweater  off  a  nail  in  the  comer 
and  went  out  without  another  word  to  him  or  a  look 
toward  him.  She  seemed  to  be  absolutely  sincere  in 
her  calm  disposal  of  him  as  something  superfluous  and 
annoying.    She  seemed  also  to  be  just  as  sincere  in  her 
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deeire  for  a  close  companiouship  with  the  solitude  that 
surrounded  them. 

Jack  looked  after  her,  puzzled.  But  he  Lad  discov- 
ered too  many  contradictory  moods  and  emotions  in  hi.^ 
own  nature  to  puzzle  long  over  Marion's  sudden 
changes.  Three  months  ago  he  would  have  called  her 
crazy,  or  accused  her  of  posing.  Now,  however,  he 
understood  well  enough  the  spell  of  that  tremendous 
view.  He  had  felt  it  too  often  and  too  deeply  to 
grudge  her  one  long  feast  for  her  imagination.  So 
he  took  her  at  her  word  and  let  her  go. 

He  tidied  the  small  room  and  sent  in  another  report 
of  the  headlong  rush  of  the  fire  and  the  direction  of  the 
wind  that  fanned  it.  He  learned  that  all  Genessee 
was  out,  fighting  to  keep  the  flames  from  sweeping  down 
across  the  valley.  Three  hundred  men  were  fighting 
it,  the  supervisor  told  him.  They  would  check  it  on 
the  downhill  slope,  where  it  would  burn  more  slowly; 
and  if  the  wind  did  not  change  in  the  night  it  would 
probably  be  brought  under  control  by  inoming.  After 
that  the  supervisor  very  discreetly  inquired  after  the 
welfare  of  the  young  lady  who  had  telephoned.  Had 
she  found  any  means  of  getting  back  to  her  camp,  or 
of  sending  any  word  ? 

Jack  replied  she  had  not,  and  that  there  was  no 
likelihood  of  her  getting  away  before  daylight.    There 
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were  too  many  burning  trees  and  stumps  and  brush 
piles  on  the  ground  in  the  burned  strip,  he  explained. 
It  would  bother  a  man  to  get  down  there  now.  But 
he  offered  to  try  it,  if  he  might  be  excused  from  the 
station  for  a  few  hours.  He  said  he  would  be  willing 
to  go  down  and  tell  them  she  was  all  right,  or,  a  little 
later,  he  might  even  take  a  chance  of  getting  her  across. 
But  it  would  take  some  time,  he  \fras  afraid. 

Ross  seemed  to  consider  the  matter  for  a  minute. 
Then,  "K  — o,  as  long  as  she's  up  there,  she'd  better 
stay.  We  can't  spare  you  to  go.  You  might  call  her 
to  the  phone  — " 

"  I  can't.  She's  off  somewhere  on  the  peak,  taking 
in  the  view,''  Jack  replied.  "  She  grabbed  my  sweater 
and  beat  it,  an  hour  or  so  ago,  and  I  don't  know  where 

she  went No,  I  don't  think  she  tried  that.     She 

knows  she  couldn't  get  there.     She  said  she  wanted  to 

see  all  she  could  of  it  while  she  had  the  chance 

What  ?  ...  Oh,  sure,  she's  got  sense  enough  to  take 
care  of  herself,  far  as  that  goes.     Seems  to  be  one  of 

the  independent  kind All  right.     I'll  call  up  if 

she  comes  back,  and  she  can  talk  to  you  herself." 

But  he  did  not  call  up  the  supervisor,  for  Marion 
did  not  come  back.  At  daybreak,  when  Jack  could  no 
longer  fight  down  his  uneasiness,  and  went  to  look  for 
her,  he  found  her  crouched  between  two  boulders  that 
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.ng  the  ,  «.    She  w«  huddled  in  hi.  .weator  ahiver 
>ng  a  httle  with  the  dawn  chill  hn,  ^      7 
of  the  f.«  tu,  .t  ^^  """"'y  consciou. 

.f  tte  fact  that  d>e  waa  e«Id.    H„  uj,  „„«  .^.rf^^ 

««bt     She  ^^  r.tb.r  to  «aent  interruption,  but 
u.  a  few  nunute.  .he  becan.e  human  and  pra^,i^ 

-»  d  dn  t  ««n  .0  mind  that  in  the  leart.  She  Lude 
"Jy  one  «,nunent  upon  her  vigil,  .nd  that  was  when 
*e  Hopped  .n  the  door  of  the  .tation  and  looked  tk 
at^tho  heavu,g  eW  of  ™„ke  that  filled  the  eaatl 

havlT'  ^*^  ''"'^'^  *»  ™  ^""»  »»"  »,  I'll 
have  the  comfort  of  knowing  that  for  a  few  hour,  T 

k«ve  been  absolutely  happy"    Th™      -t.. T     . 
-tHat  marked  h:rch:^.of'rrshr,^rr 

^^^  go  Home  to  Kate,  who  would  be  perfectly 


CttttPTEB  TWELVE 

«AT,  FmDC   .OMWH.KO  TO   WOEET  0V« 

1^  ATE  :nay  have  been  wild,  but  if  «,  .he  nuu,.g«l 

w^k^  „p  ,0  tbe  door  of  .be  cbi.  Sbe  did  no.  greet 
her  l«,t  fnend  wi.b  h^,.erical  rejoicing,,  probablf  be- 
cause  she  bad  been  told  of  her  be..  friendWe./,o^ 
after  dark  U,e  nigh,  before,  and  had  .inee  found  mueh 
to  re^nt  m  Marion',  predicament  and  the  worn,  which 
.be  had  auffered  before  Marion'.  n.e»age  c>n^ 

Well  I     d,e  .aid,  and  continued  bruAiug  her  hair. 
Have  you  bad  any  breakfast  ?  " 
"Age.  ago.    Where'.  everyb«ly?"    Marion  flung 
down  her  bat  and  made  straight  for  the  hammock. 

Uelpmg  put  out  tbe  forest  fire,  I  suppose.  They 
had  to  go  last  night,  and  I  was  left  all  alone.  I  how 
I  may  never  pas.  as  horrible  a  night  again.  I  did  no^ 
^eep  one  mmute.  I  was  so  nervou.  .hat  I  never  closed 
my  eyes.    I  walked  tbe  floor  practically  all  night." 

mock   her  cheek  dropped  upon  an  arm.    "I  .imply 
rumed  my  shoes,  Eate,  walking  through  all  those  aies 
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and  burnt  stuff.  You've  no  idea  how  long  it  ataya  hot. 
I  wonder  what  would  soften  tho  leather  again.  Have 
we  any  vaecline  ? " 

Kate  looked  at  her  a  minute  and  gave  n  sigh  of 
resignation.  "  Sometimes  I  really  envy  you  your  ab- 
solute luck  of  the  finer  sensibilities,  Marion.  I  should 
nut  have  suffered  so  last  night,  worrying  about  you,  if 
I  were  gifted  with  your  lack  of  temperament.  Yes, 
I  believe  we  have  a  jar  of  vaseline,  if  that  is  what  wor- 
ries you  most.  But  for  my  part,  I  should  thi-k  other 
things  would  concern  you  more." 

"Why  shouldn't  it  concern  me  to  spoil  a  pair  of 
nine  dollar  shoes?  I  don't  suppose  I  could  get  any 
hke  them  in  Quincy,  and  you  know  what  a  time  I  had 
getting  fitted  in  Hamburger's.  And  besides,  I  couldn't 
afford  another  pair;  not  till  we  sell  our  t  -ees  anyway." 
"How  is  the  fire?  Are  they  getting  it  put  out?" 
K£;t3'8  face  was  veiled  behind  her  hair. 

"  I  don't  know,  it  is  dow;,  the  other  side  of  the  moim- 
tain  now.  But  three  hundred  mun  are  fighting  it,  Jack 
said,  80  I  suppose  — " 

"  Jack! "  With  a  spread  of  her  two  pahns  like  a 
swinmier  cleaving  the  water,  Kate  parted  her  veil  of  hair 
and  looked  out  at  the  girl.  "Jack  who?  Is  that  the 
man  up  at  the  lookout  station,  that  you  — " 

"  He's  not  a  man.    He's  just  a  big,  handsome,  sulky 
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kid.  When  he's  cross  he  pulls  h«  eyebrows  together 
so  there's  a  little  lump  between  them.  You  wan*  to 
pinch  it  And  wh.3n  ho  smiles  he's  got  the  sweetest 
expression  around  his  mouth,  Kate  1  As  if  he  was  just 
so  full  of  the  old  nick  he  couldn't  behave  if  he  tried 
You  know -little  quirky  creases  at  the  comers,  and 
a  twinkle  in  his  eves -oh,  goml  night  I  He's  just  so 
good  lo^iking,  honestly,  it's  a  sin.  But  his  disposition 
18  spoiled.  He  gets  awfully  grouchy  over  the  least  lit- 
tle thing—" 

"  Marion,  how  old  is  he  ? »  Kate  had  been  holding 
her  hair  away  from  her  face  and  staring  aU  the  while 
with  shocked  eyes  at  Marion. 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know  -  old  enough  to  drive  a  girl 
perfectly  crazy  if  he  smiled  at  her  often  enough.  Do 
you  want  to  go  up  and  meet  him?  He'd  like  you, 
Kate  -  you're  so  superior.  He  simply  can't  stand  me,' 
I'm  such  a  mental  lightweight.  His  eyes  keep  saying, 
'  So  young  and  lovely,  a.d  -  nobody  home,'  when  he 
looks  at  me.  You  go,  K.  - .  Take  him  up  a  loaf  of 
bread;  that  he  had  brought  from  town  tastes  sour." 

"  Marion,  I  don't  believe  a  word  you're  saying!  I 
can  tell  by  your  eyes  when  you're  trying  to  throw  me 
off  the  track.  But  old  or  young,  handsome  or  ugly. 
It  was  a  dreadful  thing  for  you  to  spend  the  night  up 
there,  alone  with  a  strange  man.     I  simply  walked  the 
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floor  aU  night,  worrying  about  you !     I'd  have  gone  up 
there  in  spite  of  the  altitude,  if  the  fire  had  not  been 
between.     I  only  hope  Fred  and  the  professor  don't 
get  to  hear  of  it.     I  was  so  afraid  they  would  reach 
home  before  you  did  I    But  since  they  didn't,  there's 
no  need  of  saying  anything  about  it.     They  left  right 
away,  before  any  of  us  had  gotten  anxious  about  you. 
If  the  man  who  told  me  doesn't  blurt  it  to  every  one 
he  sees  — what  in  the  world  possessed  you,  Marion,  to 
phone  down  to  the  Forest  Service  that  you  were  up 
there  and  going  to  stay  ? " 

"  Well,  f orevermore  1 "  Marion  lifted  her  head  from 
her  arm  to  stare  at  Kata  Then  she  laughed  and 
lay  back  luxuriously.  «I  was  afraid  you  wouldn't 
know  where  to  look  for  the  bread,"  she  explained 
meekly,  and  turned  her  face  away  from  the  sunlight 
and  took  a  nap. 

Kate  finished  with  her  hair  rather  abruptly,  con- 
sidering the  leisurely  manner  in  which  she  had  been 
brushing  it  She  glanced  often  at  Marion  sprawled 
gracefully  and  unconventionally  in  the  hammock  with 
one  cinder-blackened  boot  sticking  boyishly  out  over 
the  edge.  Kate's  eyes  held  an  expression  of  baffled 
curiosity.  They  ofcen  held  that  expression  when  she 
looked  at  Marion. 

But  presently  the  professor  came,  dragging  his  feet 
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wearily  and  mopping  hig  8oo^blackened  face  with  a 
handkerchief  as  black.  He  gave  the  hammock  a  long- 
ing look,  as  though  he  had  been  counting  on  easing 
his  aching  body  into  it  Seeing  Marion  there  asleep 
he  dropped  to  the  pine  needle  carpet  under  a  great 
tree,  and  began  to  fan  himself  with  his  stiff-brimmed 
straw  hat  that  was  grimed  with  smoke  and  torn  by 
branches. 

"By  George!"  he  exlaimed,  glancing  toward  Kate 
as  she  came  hurrying  from  the  cabin.  "  That  was  an 
ordeal ! " 

"  ^^'  ^^  yo«  get  it  put  out  ?  And  where  is  Fred  ? 
Shall  I  make  you  some  lemonade,  Douglas  ? " 

"  A  glass  of  lemonade  would  be  refreshing,  Kate, 
after  the  experience  I  have  gone  through.  By  George ! 
A  forest  fire"  is  a  tremendous  problem,  once  the  con- 
flagration attains  any  size.  We  worked  like  galley 
slaves  all  night  long,  with  absolutely  no  respite.  Fred, 
by  the  way,  is  still  working  like  a  demon." 

While  Kate  was  hurrying  lemons  and  sugar  into  a 
pitcher,  the  professor  reclined  his  work-wearied  body 
upon  the  pine  needles  and  cast  hungry  glances  toward 
the  hammock.  He  cleared  his  throat  loudly  once  or 
twice,  and  soliloquized  aloud:  "By  George!  I  wish 
I  could  stretch  out  comfortably  somewhere." 
But  Marion  did  not  hear  him  -  apparently  being 
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asleep;. though  the  professor  wondered  how  one  could 
sleep  and  at  the  same  time  keep  a  hammock  swinging 
with  one's  toes,  as  Marion  was  doing.  He  cleared  his 
throat  again,  sighed  and  inquired  mildly :  "  Are  you 
asleep,  Marion  ? "  Getting  no  answer,  he  sighed  again 
and  hitched  himself  closer  to  the  tree,  so  that  a  certain 
protruding  root  should  not  gouge  him  so  disagreeably 
in  the  side. 

"  Shall  I  fix  you  something  to  eat,  Douglas  ?  "  The 
voice  of  Kate  crooned  over  him  solicitously.  "  I  can 
poach  you  a  couple  of  eggs  in  just  a  minute,  over  the 
oil  stove,  and  make  you  a  cup  of  tea.  Is  the  fire  out  ? 
And,  oh,  Douglas  1  Has  it  burned  any  of  our  timber  ? 
I  have  been  so  worried,  I  did  not  close  my  eyes  once,  all 
night." 

"  Our  timber  is  safe,  I'm  happy  to  say.  It  really 
is  safer,  if  anything,  than  it  was  before  the  fire  started. 
There  will  be  no  further  possibility  of  fire  creeping 
upon  us  from  that  quarter."  He  quaffed  the  lemonade 
with  little,  restrained  sighs  of  enjoyment.  "  It  also 
occurred  to  me  that  every  forest  fire  must  necessaril" 
increase  the  value  of  what  timber  is  left.  I  should  say 
then,  strictly  between  you  and  me,  Eate,  that  this  fire 
may  be  looked  upon  privately  as  an  asset." 

The  hammock  gave  an  extra  swing  and  then  stopped. 
Kate,  being  somewhat  sensitive  to  a  third  presence  when 
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she  and  the  professor  were  talking  together,  looked  fix- 
edly at  the  hammock. 

"  If  you  are  awake,  dear,  it  would  be  tremendously 
thoughtful  to  let  the  professor  have  the  hammock  for  a 
while.  He  is  utterly  exhausted  from  fighting  fire  all 
night,"  she  said  with  sugar^oated  annoyance  in  her 
tone. 

"Oh,  don't  disturb  her  — I'm  doing  very  well  here 
for  the  present,"  the  professor  made  feeble  protest  when 
Marion  showed  no  sign  of  having  heard  the  hint  "  Let 
the  child  sleep." 

"  The  child  certainly  needs  sleep,  if  I  am  any  judge," 
Kate  snapped  pettishly,  and  closed  her  lips  upon  further 
revelations.  "Shall  I  poach  you  some  eggs?  And 
then  if  the  child  continues  to  sleep,  I  suppose  we  can 
bring  your  cot  out  under  the  trees.  It  is  terribly 
stuffy  in  the  tent     You'd  roast" 

"Please  don't  put  yourself  to  any  inconvenience  at 
all,  Kate.  I  am  really  not  hungry  at  all.  Provisions 
were  furnished  those  who  fought  the  fire.  I  had  coffee, 
and  a  really  substantial  breakfast  before  I  left  them! 
I  shall  lie  here  for  a  while  and  enjoy  the  luxury  of  doing 
nothing  for  a  while.  By  George,  Kate!  The  Forest 
Service  certainly  does  make  a  man  work !  Think  of 
felling  trees  all  night  long!  That  is  the  way  thev  go 
about  it,  I  find.     They  cut  down  trees  and  clear  away 
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a  strip  across  the  front  of  the  fire  where  there  seems  to 
be  the  greatest  possibility  of  keeping  the  flames  from 
jumping  across.  They  even  go  so  far  as  to  rake  back 
the  pine  needles  and  dry  cones  as  thoroughly  as  possible, 
and  in  that  manner  they  prevent  the  flames  from  creep- 
ing along  the  ground.  It  is  really  wonderfully  effective 
when  they  can  get  to  work  in  the  light  growth.  I  was 
astounded  to  see  what  may  be  accomplished  with  axes 
and  picks  and  rakes  and  shovels.  But  it  is  work, 
though.     By  George,  it  is  work !  " 

"  Don't  try  to  root  in  those  needles  for  a  soft  spot," 
Kate  advised  him  practically.  «  Not  when  some  persons 
have  more  cushions  than  they  need  or  can  use."  Where- 
upon she  went  over  and  took  two  pillows  from  under 
Marion's  feet,  and  pulled  another  from  under  her 
shoulder. 

These  made  the  professor  comfortable  enough.  He 
lay  back  smiling  gi-atef ully  —  even  affectionately  — 
upon  her. 

"  You  certainly  do  know  how  to  make  a  man  glad 
that  he  is  alive,"  he  thanked  her.  "  Now,  if  I  could 
lie  here  and  look  up  through  these  branches  and  listen 
while  a  dear  little  woman  I  know  recites  Shelley's  The 
Cloud,  I  could  feel  that  paradise  holds  no  greater  joys 
than  this  sheltered  little  vale." 

The  hammock  became  suddenly  and  violently  agi- 
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tated.    Marion  waa  toni:^  „^  „;«, ,  „„,,„^^^ 
m  one  e»  gracefully  din,,  anight  be  called  .  flop. 
Well,  good  night  I    I  hope  you'll  e„„«^e,  Kate 

^Lcf::'.!;';'"' "''•"'"■"«  "•^     "Bntrve'ie^ 
^'"f  °f  ""  I  """Id  «>y  it  backward,  with  n.y  tongne 

'eep.       She  took  the  three  rcnaining  cnahion,  under 
her  arms  and  departed.    At  the  creek  ahe  paused,  - 

She  went  on  a  little  farther,  until  rf,e  could  hear  only 
the  hgher  tone,  of  Kate's  voice  above  the  happy  gurgle 
of  the  atream.    She  acrambled  through  a  willow  tl^X 
»^pped  on  the  farther  aide  to  listen,  and  smiled  when' 
the  water  talked  to  her  with  no  interruption  of  human 
voices.  ^^ 

"And  Doug  thinks  he's  a  real  nature  lover'"  ahe 
commented,  throwing  her  cushions  down  into  a  grassy 
httle  ho  low  under  the  bank.  «  But  if  he  would  rather 
W  Kate  elocute  about  it  than  to  lie  and  listen  to  the 

7L^\  r^«  ™«  «  '««  f-a"  .  nature 
prate.  She  curled  herself  down  among  the  cush- 
ions and  stared  up  through  the  slender  willow  branches 
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into  the  top  of  an  alder  that  leaned  over  the  bank 
and  dangled  its  finger-tip  branches  playfully  toward 
her. 

"  You  pretty  thing!  "  she  cooed  to  it.  "What  does 
ail  people,  that  they  sit  around  and  talk  about  you  and 
make  up  rhymes  about  you,  when  you  just  want  them 
to  come  out  and  love  you !  You  darling !  Words  only 
make  you  cheap.  Now  whisper  to  me,  all  about  when 
you  woke  up  last  spring  and  found  the  sun  warm  and 
waiting  —  Go  on  —  tell  me  about  it,  and  what  you  said 
to  the  creek,  and  all." 

Having  listened  to  Kate's  dramatic  rendition  of  the 
poem  he  liked,  the  professor  went  over  and  made  him- 
self comfortable  in  the  hammock  and  began  talking 
again  about  the  fire.  It  was  a  magnificent  spectacle, 
he  declared,  although  he  was  really  too  close  to  it  to 
obtain  the  best  view.  A  lot  of  fine  timber  was  ruined, 
of  course;  but  fortunately  not  a  tree  on  any  of  their 
claims  had  been  touched.  The  wind  had  blown  the 
flames  in  another  direction. 

"  It  would  have  been  terrible  to  have  a  fire  start  in  our 
timber,"  he  went  on.  "  We  should  lose  all  that  we  have 
put  into  the  venture  so  far  —  and  that  would  mean  a 
good  deal  to  us  all.  As  it  stands  now,  we  have  had  a 
narrow  escape.  Did  you  go  up  where  you  could  obtain 
a  view  of  the  fire,  Kate  ? " 
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"  No,  I  didn't."  Kate  poured  herself  out  a  glass  of 
lemonade.  "  I  was  so  worried  about  Marion  I  couldn't 
think  of  anything  else.  And  when  the  man  stopped  and 
told  me  where  she  was,  it  was  dark  and  I  was  afraid  to 
go  off  alone.  Douglas,  I  never  spent  as  miserable  a 
night  in  all  my  life.  The  tremendous  risk  you  and  Fred 
were  taking  made  me  fairly  wild  with  anxiety  — and 
then  Marion's  performance  coming  up  on  ton  of 
that  — "  ^ 

"  What  was  Marion's  performance  ?  Did  she  sit  by 
the  creek  again  until  after  dark,  refusing  to  stir  ? " 
He  smiled  tolerantly.  « I  know  how  trying  Marion's 
little  peculiarities  can  be.  But  you  surely  wouldn't  take 
them  seriously,  Kate.'* 

"  Oh,  no,  I  suppose  not.    But  when  it  comes  to 
getting  herself  caught  on  the  other  side  of  the  fire,  and 
going  up  to  that  lookout  station  and  staying  all  night, 
and  nobody  up  there  except  the  lookout  man  —" 
"  No  I    By  George,  did  she  do  that  ? " 
"  Yes,  she  did,  and  I  think  it's  perfectly  awful  I    I 
don't  suppose  she  could  get  back,  after  the  fire  got 
started,"  she  admitted  grudgingly,  "but  she  might  have 
done  something,  don't  you  think  ?    She  could  have  gone 
down  the  other  side,  it  seems  to  me.    I  know  I'd  have 
gotten  back  somehow.    And  what  hurts  me,  Douglas, 
is  the  way  she  passed  it  over,  as  thou^  it  was  nothing! 
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She  knew  how  worried  I  was,  and  she  didn't  seem  to 
care  at  all.    She  made  a  joke  of  it." 

"Weill  By  George,  I  am  surprised.  But  Marion 
is  inclined  to  be  a  trifle  self-centered,  I  have  noticed. 
Probably  she  doesn't  realize  your  point  of  view  at  all. 
I  am  sure  she  likes  you  too  much  to  hurt  you  deliber- 
ately, Kate.  And  young  people  nowadays  have  such 
diflFerent  standards  of  morals.  She  may  actually  feel 
that  it  isn't  shocking,  and  she  may  be  hurt  at  your 
apparent  lack  of  confidence  in  her." 

"  She  couldn't  possibly  think  that"    Kate  was  too 
loyal  at  heart  to  contemplate  that  possibility  for  a 
moment.     "Marion  knows  better  than  that.    But  it 
does  hurt  me  to  see  her  so  careless  of  her  own  dignity 
and  good  name.     We're  strangers  in  this  commimity, 
and  people  are  going  to  judge  us  by  appearances.    They 
have  nothing  else  to  go  by.     I  care  more  for  Marion, 
it  seems  to  me,   chan  she  cares  for  herself.     Why, 
Douglas,  that  girl  even  telephoned  down  to  the  Forest 
Service  that  she  was  up  there  and  going  to  stay,  and 
wanted  them  to  send  word  to  me.     And  they  are  men 
in  that  office  —  human  b^'ngs,  that  are  bound  to  think 
things.     What  can  they  *      ik,  not  knowing  Marion  at 
all,  and  just  judging  by  appearances  ?  " 

"  I  suppose  they  understood  perfectly  that  it  would 
be  impossible  for  her  to  get  home  across  the  fire,  Kate. 
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I  diouldn  t  bl«ne  the  girl  for  that,  Kate.    And  I  ex, 
»e  .bo  that  it  wa,  a  co,»idoration  for  you  that  p,„„,p.ed 
her  to  «ad  word  in  the  only  way  8he  could.    PoorL 
you. re  completely  worn  out    Now  be  a  good  girl  L 

™y  Mm  ""d  keep  an  eye  on  camp —  and  I  want 
you  to  prom,«,  that  you  wUl  lie  down  and  take  a  good 

long  deep.    Go -you  need  it  more  than  yon  reZ;; 
lean,  -  nnre.«,ning,  woman  tear.  -  stood  in  Kate', 
eye.  at  the  tender  «>licit„de  of  hU  tone.    Very  .ubmis- 
.ivey  d,e  picked  up  the  pitcher  «,d  the  gl.«e.  and 
went  .nto  the  cahin.    The  profe»or  sighed  when  d,e 
wa.  pme,  kneaded  the  pillow,  into  a  more  comfortable 
position  and  proceeded  to  keep  an  eye  on  c«np  by 
falling  into  .o  «mnd  a  deep  th.t  within  fi™  minute, 
he  wa,  »oring  gently.    It  would  he  cruel  to  ™,pect 
hnn  of  wanting  to  be  rid  of  Kate  and  her  trouble.  » 
•tat  he  could  sleep,  but  he  certwnly  lost  no  time  in 
profiting  by  her  absence.    Nature  had  damped  her 
material  when  she  fashioned  Professor  Harrison.    He 
was  not  much  taUer  than  Kate  -  not  so  tall  a.  Marion 
by  a  fuU  inch -and  he  was  narrow  diouldered  and 
ah.lbwehe.ted,  with  thin,  bony  wrists  and  a  bulging 
forehead  that  seemed  to  bulge  worse  than  it  really  did 
^yM  of  his  Mttty  growth  of  hair.    He  w«  a  kind 
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hearted  little  man,  but  the  forest  rangers  had  worked 
him  hard  all  night.  One  cannot  blame  him  for  wanting 
to  sleep  in  peace,  with  no  sound  but  the  gurgle  of  the 
creek  two  rods  away,  and  the  warbling  call  of  a  little, 
yellow-breasted  bird  in  the  alders  near  by. 

It  was  Fred  Humphrey  tramping  wearily  into  camp 
three  hours  later,  who  awoke  him.  Fred  was  an  alto- 
gether different  type  of  man,  and  he  was  not  so  careful 
to  conceal  his  own  desires.  Just  now  he  was  hungry, 
and  so  he  called  for  Kate.  Moreover,  he  had  with  him 
two  men,  and  they  were  just  as  hungry  as  he  was,  even 
if  they  did  suppress  the  fact  politely. 

"  Oh,  Kate  1  Can  you  scare  up  something  right  away 
for  us  to  eat  ?  Make  a  lot  of  coffee,  will  you  ?  And 
never  mind  fancy  fixings  ~  real  grub  is  what  we  want 
right  now.  Where's  Marion  ?  She  can  help  you  get 
it  ready,  can't  she  ? " 

Kate  was  heard  moving  inside  the  cabin  when  Frerl 
first  called  her.  Now  she  looked  out  of  the  door,  and 
dodged  back  embarrassed  when  she  saw  the  two  tran- 
gers.  She  was  in  a  kimono,  and  had  her  hair  down ; 
evidently  she  had  obeyed  the  professor  implicitly  in 
the  matter  of  going  to  sleep. 

"  Oh !  "  she  said,  "  I  don't  know  where  Marion  is  — 
as  usual ;  but  I  can  have  luncheon  ready  in  a  very  short 
time,  I'm  sure.     Is  the  fire  — " 
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"'Lunclieon,-   „or.ed  Fred,   Uughteg  .   lial,. 
Don  t  you  palm  off  ^y  lu:,cheon  on  ™  I    Th.t  «und. 
Lie  .  d.b  of  «l.d  and  .  dab  of  „uoe  «.d  two  pe«  i„ 
a  pl-tter  «,d  a  prayer  for  dinner  to  hurry  „p  .„d  com, 
.round  I     CcK>k   u,  „„,  g^^,  old  girl-l„te  of  U. 
Coffee  «,d  bacon  and  dour  gravy  .„d  spud,.     We'd 
r.tier  wa.t  a  few  minute,  longer  and  get  a  ,qu.re  meal. 
wouIdntwe,boy,!    Makeyour,olvcat  home.    There'. 
.11  the  ground  there  i,,  fc,  ,i,  i,^  „„_  „j  ^^^^.,  ^^ 
who  e  creek  to  wa,h  in,  if  the  ba,in  down  there  i.  too 
m»ll.     I  m  going  to  get  ,ome  clean  clothe,  «,d  go  down 
to  the  big  hole  and  take  a  plunge.    How  long  wiU  it 
be  before  chuck's  ready,  Kate  ? " 

Kate  told  him  half  an  hour,  and  he  went  off  down  the 
oreek,  keeping  at  the  edge  of  the  little  meadow,  with 
.  change  of  clothing  under  hi,  arm  and  a  big  bath  towel 
tong  over  hi,  shoulder.  The  two  men  followed  him 
Wlessly,  too  tired,  evidently,  to  care  much  what  they 

Fred,  leading  the  way,  plunged  throu^^h  the  willow 
fnnge  ^d  c«ne  upon  the  cr,  .  bank  three  feet  from 
where  Marion  lay  curled  up  on  her  cushion,.  He  stood 
for  .  mmuto  looking  down  at  her  before  hi,  pre«nt, 
"".tenj  needs  dominated  hi,  admiration  of  her  beaut^ 
-  for  beautiful  ,he  was,  lying  there  in  a  nert  of  gre«,, 
w.th  her  yeUow  hair  falling  Ioo«Iy  about  her  fa«. 
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*'  Hello  t  Asleep  ? "  he  eallud  to  her,  much  as  he  had 
called  to  Kate.  "  Afraid  wo'U  have  to  ask  you  to  move 
on,  sister.  We  want,  to  take  a  swim  right  here.  And 
anyway,  Kate  wants  you  right  away,  quick.  Wake  up, 
like  a  good  girl,  and  run  along." 

"  I  don't  want  to  wake  up.  Go  away  and  let  me 
sleep."  Marion  opened  her  eyes  loug  enough  to  make 
sure  that  he  was  standing  right  there  waiting,  and 
closed  them  again.  "  Oo  somewhere  else  and  swim. 
There's  lots  of  creek  that  isn't  in  use." 

"  No  sir,  by  heck,  I'm  going  to  take  my  swim  right 
here.  I'm  too  doggone  tired  to  walk  another  yard. 
Suit  yourself  about  going,  though,  ^on't  let  me  hurry 
you  at  all"  He  sat  down  and  began  to  unlace  his  shoes, 
grinning  back  over  his  shoulder  at  the  other  two  who 
had  not  ventured  down  to  the  creek  when  they  heard 
the  voice  of  a  woman  there. 

Marion  sat  up  indignantly.  "  Go  on  down  the  creek, 
why  don't  you  ?  " 

"Oh,  this  place  suits  me  fine."  Fred,  having  re- 
moved one  shoe,  turned  it  upside  down  and  8ho<^  out 
the  sand,  and  began  unlacing  the  other. 

Marion  waited  stubbornly  until  he  was  pulling  that 
shoe  off,  and  then  she  gathered  up  her  cushions  and 
fled,  flushed  and  angry.  She  was  frequently  angry  with 
Fred,  who  never  yielded  am  inch  and  never  would  argue 
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or  cajole.  Shefirmlybe  .  ,  tiat  Fred  would  actually 
have  gone  in  svrmming  witL  uer  sitting  there  on  the 
bank;  he  was  ju«t  that  stubborn.  For  that  she  some- 
times iat<d  him -since  no  one  detests  stubbornness 
so  much  as  an  obstinate  person. 

Fred  looked  after  her,  still  smiling  oddly  because  he 
hau  ktiown  so  well  how  to  persuade  her  to  go  back  to 
the  houar  and  luJp  Kate.     Fred  almost  loved  Marion 
ii-'se.     fie  uditiitted  fo  himself  that  he  almost  loved 
her--  whic-'i  is  ^nhifr  pretty  far  for  a  man  like  Fred 
IlumpLrey.     JJut  he  uka  admitted  to  himself  that  she 
could  not  make  him  happy,  nor  he  he.     To  make 
Marion  happy  he  believed  that  he  v- :  ,'d  r.,,-,]  f.  have 
about  a  million  dollars  to  spend.     To  ttu.i.  hi.-,  happy, 
Marion  would  need  to  take  a  little  n.r  r.    !.fcr.  n  ir  i  ome 
making  and  not  so  much  interest    u  '.t-aufv  :  .,;4,,i^. 
The  frivolous  vanity  bag  of  hers,  and  her  Maid  way  c.[ 
using  it,  like  the  movie  actresses,  in  publi-,  ^  erved  to 
check  his  imagination  before  it  actually  began  build- 
ing air-castles  wherein  she  reigned  the  queen. 

He  could  have  loved  her  so  faithfully  if  only  she  were 
a  little  different  r  The  nearest  he  came  to  building  an 
airKsaatle  was  when  he  was  lying  luxuriously  in  a  shal- 
low part  of  the  pool,  where  the  water  was  not  so 
cold. 

"  She'd  be  different,  I  believe  —  I'd  make  her  differ- 
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ent,  if  I  could  just  have  her  to  myself,"  he  mused. 
"  I'd  take  a  lot  of  that  foolishness  out  of  her  in  a  little 
while,  and  I  wouldn't  have  to  be  rough  with  her,  either. 
All  she  needs  is  a  man  she  can't  bluflFI " 
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CHAPTER  THIRTEEN 

JACK    SHOULD    HAVE   A   HIDE-OUT 

1^  ATE,  like  the  rest  of  the  world,  pretended  to  her- 
J.V  self  a  good  deal.     For  instance,  when  she  came 
into  the  mountains,  she  had  hoped  that  Fred  and 
Marion  would  fall  in  love  and  get  married.     She  felt 
that  the  arrangement  would  be  perfectly  ideal  in  every 
way.     Marion  was  such  a  dear  girl,  so  sweet-tempered 
and  light-hearted;  just   the  temperament  that  Fred 
needed  in  a  wife,  to  save  him  from  becoming  mentally 
heavy  and  stolid  and  too  unemotional.     Fred  was  so 
matterof-fact!     Her  eagerness  to  have  Marion  come 
into  the  mining^laim  scheme  had  not  been  altogether 
a  friendly  desire  for  companionship,  as  she  pretended. 
Deep  in  the  back  of  her  mind  was  the  matchmaker's 
belief  that  propinquity  would  prove  a  mighty  factcM- 
in  bringing  these  two  together  in  marriage.     If  they 
did  marry,  that  would  throw  Marion's  timber  land  with 
Fred's  and  give  Fred  a  good  bit  more  than  he  would 
have  with  his  own  claim  alone,  which  was  another  reason 
why  Kate  had  considered  their  marriage  an  ideal  ar- 
rangement. 

Thre«  weeks  had  changed  Kate's  desire,  however. 
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Three  weekg  is  a  long  time  for  two  women  to  spend 
in  one  small  cabin  together  with  almost  no  intercourse 
with  the  outside  world.  Little  by  little,  Kate's  opinion 
of  Marion  had  changed  considerably.  To  go  to  shows 
with  Marion,  to  have  her  at  the  house  for  dinner  and 
to  spend  a  night  now  and  then,  to  lie  relaxed  upon  a  cot 
in  the  Martha  Washington's  beauty  booth  while  Marion 
ministered  to  her  with  soothing  fingertips  and  agreeable 
chatter,  was  one  thing;  to  live  uncomfortably  —  albeit 
picturesquely  —  with  Marion  in  a  log  cabin  in  the  woods 
was  quite  another  thing. 

Kate  began  to  doubt  whether  Marion  would  make  a 
suitable  wife  for  Fred.  She  had  discovered  that 
Marion  was  selfish,  for  one  thing;  being  selfish,  she  was 
also  mercenary.  Kate  began  to  fear  that  Marion  had 
designs  upon  Fred  for  the  sake  of  his  timber  claim; 
which  was  altogether  different,  of  course,  from  Kate's 
designs  upon  Marion's  timber  claim !  Besides,  Marion 
was  inclined  to  shirk  her  share  of  the  cooking  and  dish- 
washing, and  when  she  made  their  bed  and  tidied  the 
crude  little  room  they  called  their  bedroom,  she  never 
80  much  as  pretended  to  hang  up  Kate's  clothes.  She 
would  appropriate  the  nails  on  the  wall  to  her  own  uses, 
and  lay  Kate's  clothes  on  Kate's  trunk  and  let  it  go  at 
that.  Any  woman,  Kate  told  herself,  would  resent  such 
treatment. 
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Then  Marion  was  always  going  off  alone  and  never 
asking  Kate  if  she  would  like  to  go  along.     That  was 
inconsiderate,  to  say  the  least.     And  'ook  how  she  had 
acted  about  climbing  the  peak  at  Mount  Hough,  the 
day  they  had  gone  to  see  the  lake !     Kate  had  wanted  to 
go  down  to  the  lake  — but  no  — Marion  had  declared 
that  it  was  more  beautiful  from  the  rim,  and  had  in- 
sisted upon  climbing  clear  to  the  top  of  the  peak,  when 
she  knew  perfectly  well  that  the  altitude  was  affecting 
Kate's  heart.     And  she  had  gone  off  alone  and  stayed 
nearly  two  hours,  so  that  they  were  almost  caught  in  the 
dark  on  the  way  home.     It  was  the  most  selfish  thing 
Kate  had  ever  heard  of  — until  Marion  perpetrated 
worse  selfishness  which  paled  the  incident 

More  than  that,  Marion  was  always  making  little, 
sneering  remarks  about  the  professor,  and  doing  little 
things  to  annoy  him.     Kate  could  not  see  how  any  one 
could  do  that,  kind  as  Douglas  was,  and  courteous. 
And  there  were  times  when  Marion  seemed  actually  to 
be  trying  to  interest  Fred;  other  times  she  purposely 
irritated  him,  as  though  she  were  deliberately  amusing 
herself  with  him.     All  this  was  not  taking  into  account 
Marion's  penurious  habit  of  charging  Kate  for  every 
facial  massage  and  every  manicure  she  gave  her.     When 
Kate  looked  ahead  to  the  long  winter  they  must  spend 
together  in  that  cabin,  she  was  tempted  to  feel  as  though 
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she,  for  one,  would  be  paying  an  exorbitant  price  for 
her  timber  claim. 

With  all  that  tucked  away  in  the  back  of  her  mind, 
Kate  still  believed  —  or  at  least  she  successfully  pre- 
tended to  believe  —  that  she  liked  Marion  personally 
as  much  as  she  ever  had  liked  her.  She  did  not  see 
why  any  one  must  be  absolutely  blind  to  the  faults  of 
a  friend.  She  merely  recognized  Marion's  faults. 
But  if  she  ever  criticised,  she  condoned  the  criticism  by 
saying  that  it  was  for  Marion's  own  best  interests. 

Just  now,  while  she  cleared  away  the  litter  of  Fred's 
dinner,  she  meditated  upon  the  proper  manner  of  deal- 
ing with  Marion's  latest  defection.  Should  she  warn 
the  professor  to  say  nothing  to  Fred?  It  might  turn 
Fred  against  Marion  to  know  what  she  had  done ;  Fred 
was  so  queer  and  old-fashioned  about  women.  Still, 
he  would  be  sure  to  hear  of  it  somehow,  and  it  might 
be  best  to  tell  him  herself,  as  tactfully  as  possible,  be- 
cause she  knew  so  well  just  how  best  to  approach  Fred. 
She  told  Fred  and  was  amazed  at  the  result. 

"  Well,  what  of  it  ? "  Fred  demanded  with  brotherly 
bluntness.  "  It  takes  a  woman,  by  thunder,  to  knife 
her  friends  in  the  back.  What  are  you  trying  to  build 
up  anyway?  Take  it  from  me,  old  girl,  you  want  to 
cut  out  this  picking  away  at  Marion  behind  her  back  — 
or  to  her  face,  either,  for  that  matter.     You  two  women 
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are  going  to  see  a  good  deal  of  each  other  between  now 
and  spring,  and  you'll  be  ready  to  claw  each  other's 
eyes  out  if  you  don't  shut  them  to  a  lot  you  don't  like  " 
"  Well,  upon  my  word !  I  was  merely  teUing  you  of 
Marion's  adventure.     I'm  not  saying—" 

"  No,  but  you're  thinking,  and  you  want  to  quit  it" 
Whereupon  Fred  went  off  to  his  tent  and  indulged  in 
a  much  needed  siesta. 

Kate  was  angry  as  well  as  hurt.  The  injustice  of 
Fred's  condemnation  stirred  her  to  action.  She  got 
hurriedly  into  her  khaki  skirt  and  tramping  shoes,  slung 
a  canteen  over  her  shoulder,  tied  her  green  veil  over  her 
hat  and  under  her  chin,  put  on  her  amber  sun-glasses, 
and  took  her  stout  walking  stick. 

She  was  careful  not  to  wake  Fred  or  the  professor, 
though  that  would  have  been  more  difficult  than  she 
imagined.     She  did  not  want  them  to  know  where  she 
was  going.     If  they  missed  her  and  were  worried  it 
would  serve  them  both  right;  for  now  she  remembered 
that  the  professor  had  also  been  very  unsympathetic. 
Neither  of  them  had  seemed  to  realize  what  a  terrible 
night  she  had  spent  there  alone,  with  that  terrible  fire 
raging  through  the  forest  and  with  Marion  gone,  without 
saying  one  word  to  Kate  about  where  she  was  going  or 
when  she  expected  to  return. 
She  meant  to  climb  Mount  Hough  in  spito  of  the 
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altitude,  and  find  out  for  herself  what  sort  of  a  fellow 
that  lookout  man  was.  Fred  and  Douglas  might  make 
light  of  the  matter  if  thej  wished,  but  she  was  in  a  sense 
responsible  for  Marion  Rose,  and  she  considered  it  her 
duty  to  think  of  the  girl'p  welfare. 

There  was  a  good  deal  of  determination  in  Kate's 
character,  once  you  roused  her  out  of  herself.  She 
climbed  Mount  Hough,  but  she  did  not  find  out  what 
sort  of  a  fellow  the  lookout  man  was,  for  Jack  heard 
her  puffing  up  the  pack  trail  and  retired,  with  the  pre- 
cipitateness  of  a  hunted  fox,  to  his  niche  between  the 
boulders.  She  did  not  stay  long.  As  soon  as  she  had 
rested  a  little  and  made  sure  that  the  station  door  was 
locked,  and  had  peered  in  and  seen  that  everything  was 
in  perfect  order,  she  decided  that  the  lookout  man  was 
probably  off  fighting  fire  with  the  rest  of  the  forest 
rangers.  Convinced  of  that,  she  straightway  jumped  to 
the  conclusion  that  he  had  not  been  there  at  all  since 
the  fire  started,  and  Marion  must  have  stayed  up  there 
alone,  and  she  had  simply  been  trying  to  worry  Kate 
over  nothing. 

Well,  at  any  rate,  she  couldn't  play  that  trick  the 
second  time,  Kate  felt  well  repaid  for  the  climb  even 
if  she  did  not  get  a  glimpse  of  the  lookout  man.  Let 
Marion  pretend,  if  she  wanted  to.  Let  her  rave  about 
the  lookout  man's  mouth  and  eyes  and  temper;  Kate 
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was  armed  against  all  future  baitings.     She  could  go 
back  now  and  be  mistress  of  the  situation. 

So  she  went,  and  Jack  listened  to  her  retreating  foot- 
steps scrunching  down  the  trail,  and  heaved  a  deep  sigh 
of  relief  when  the  silence  flowed  in  behind  her  and  the 
mountain  top  was  all  his  ouii.     Nevertheless  hv  felt 
uneasy  over  the  incident.     Kate,  climbing  alone  to  the 
station,  trying  the  door,  waiting  aroimd  for  a  few  min- 
utes and  then  going  back  the  way  she  had  come,  did  not 
strike  Jack  as  being  a  tourist  come  to  view  the  scenery. 
So  far  as  he  had  been  able  to  judgi.  as  he  peeped  out 
through  a  narrow  rift  in  the  ledge,  she  had  paid  very 
httle  attention  to  the  scenery-.     She  seemed  chiefly  con- 
cerned with  the  station,  and  her  concern  seemed  mostly 
an  impatience  over  its  locked  door. 

He  got  his  telescope  and  watched  her  as  she  came  down 
through  the  rocks  into  sight.  No,  she  certainly  did  not 
strike  him  as  being  a  tourist,  in  spite  of  her  tourist's 
khaki  and  amber  glasses  and  heavy  tan  boots.  Women 
tourists  did  not  climb  mountains  without  an  escort  of 
some  kind,  he  had  learned. 

"By  heck,  I'll  bet  that's  Kate  I"  he  exclaimed  sud- 
denly, staring  at  her  retreating  form.  « ]!^ow,  what  does 
the  old  girl  want  -  ?  "  Straightway  he  guessed  what 
she  wanted,  and  the  guess  brought  his  eyebrows  to- 
gether with  the  lump  between  which  Marion  had  de- 
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scribed.  If  she  had  come  up  there  to  see  him,  it  must 
be  because  she  had  heard  something  about  him  that  had 
stirred  her  up  considerably.  He  remembered  how  she 
had  refused  to  climb  the  peak  with  Marion,  that  first 
afternoon. 

You  ki;ow  how  self-conscious  a  secret  makes  a  person. 
Jack  could  think  of  only  one  reason  why  Kate  should 
climb  away  up  there  to  see  him.  She  must  know  who 
he  was,  and  had  come  up  to  settle  any  doubt  in  her  mind 
before  she  did  anything.  If  she  knew  who  he  was,  then 
Marion  Hose  must  have  told  her.  And  if  Marion  Rose 
had  gone  straight  and  told  her  friends  — 

Jack  went  so  far  as  to  pack  everything  he  owned  into 
his  suitcase  and  carry  it  to  the  niche  in  the  ledge.  He 
would  not  stay  and  give  her  the  satisfaction  of  sending 
the  sheriff  up  there.  He  was  a  headlong  youth,  much 
given  to  hasty  judgments.  All  that  night  he  hated 
Marion  Eose  worse  than  lio  had  ever  hated  any  one  in 
his  life.  He  did  not  leave,  however.  He  could  not 
quite  bring  himself  to  the  point  of  leaving  while  his 
beloved  mountain  was  being  scarred  with  fire.  He 
knew  that  it  was  for  the  sake  of  having  him  there  in 
just  such  an  emergency  as  this  fire  that  the  government 
paid  him  a  salary.  Headlong  as  was  his  nature,  there 
was  in  him  the  quality  of  being  loyal  to  a  trust.  He 
could  make  all  preparations  for  leaving  —  but  until 
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the  fire  was  out  and  the  forest  safe  for  the  time  being, 
he  could  not  go. 

Then,  quite  early  the  next  day,  Marion  herself  came 
up  the  trail  with  three  movie  magazines  and  a  loaf 
of  bread  that  she  had  purloined  from  Kate's  makeshift 
pantry.  On  this  day  she  was  not  so  frivolous,  but 
helpful  and  full  of  sympathy.  Jack  could  not  believe 
that  she  had  told  his  secret  to  Kate;  and  because  he 
could  not  believe  it  he  asked  her  point  blank  whether 
Kate  had  come  spying  up  there  deliberately,  and  was 
vastly  reassured  by  Marion's  vehement  denial. 

They  worked  out  a  heliograph  code  that  day,  and 
they  planned  an  exploring  trip  to  Taylor  Rock  the  next 
time  Jack  was  relieved.  It  seemed  very  important  that 
Jack  should  have  a  picturesque  hide-out  there;  a  secret 
cave,  perhaps,  with  a  tilting  rock  to  cover  the  doorway. 

"  It  would  be  great,'-  declared  Marion,  clasping  her 
hands  together  with  her  favorite  ecstatic  gesture  '  It 
we  could  just  find  a  cave  with  a  spring  aw^v  i)ack  in 
it,  don't  you  know,  and  a  ledge  outside  where  you  coui ' 
watch  for  enemies  —  wouldn't  that  be'keen  ?  It  .-..akes 
me  wish  I  had  done  something,  so  I  had  to  hide  ov.i  in 
the  hills.  And  every  day  at  a  certain  time,  I  can  come 
up  here  where  that  hydrometer  thing  was  before  it 
burned,  and  signal  to  you.  And  we'll  find  a  place  where 
I  can  leave  magazines  and  things  like  that,  and  you  can 
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come  and  get  them.  Honestly,  I've  always  wished  I 
could  be  an  outlaw  —  if  I  could  be  one  without  doing 
anything  really  bad,  you  know.  I'd  love  having  to 
live  in  a  cave  somewhere.  You're  lucky,  Jack  — 
Johnny  Carew  —  if  you  only  knew  it." 

"I  do  know  it.  I  never  found  it  out  till  today, 
though,"  Jack  told  her  with  what  he  fancied  was  an 
enigmatic  smile. 

"  Ifow  listen.    If  you  want  me  to  help  you  enjoy 

being  an  outlaw.  Jack  Corey,  you  simply  must  cut  out 

the  sentimental  stuff.     Let  me  tell  you  how  I  feel  about 

it.     It's  nothing  new  to  have  men  make  love  —  any 

kind  of  a  man  will  sit  up  and  say  *  bow-wow '  if  you 

snap  your  fingers  at  him.     That's  deadly  conmion.    But 

here  you  are,  a  bandit  and  an  outlaw  without  being 

bad  or  tough  —  I  don't  think  you  are,  anj'way.    You 

didn't  do  such  awful  things  to  get  in  bad  with  the  law, 

you  see.     But  you're  hiding  out  just  the  same,  with 

the  police  sleuthing  around  after  you,  and  disowned 

by  your  mother  and  all,  just  like  the  real  thing.    Why, 

it's  a  story  in  real  life!     And  I  want  to  live  in  that 

story,  too,  and  help  you  just  like  a  book  heroine.     I 

think  we  can  make  it  awfully  interesting,  being  real 

enough  so  it  isn't  just  make-believe.     It's  keen,  I  tell 

you.     But  for  once  I  want  to  see  if  a  boy  and  a  girl 

can't  cut  out  the  love  interest  and  be  juat  good  pals, 
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like  two  boys  together."  Muiion  got  up  aad  stood 
before  him,  plainly  as  ready  to  go  as  to  stay.  "  If 
you'll  agiee  to  that  I'll  go  and  help  you  lind  your  cave. 
Otherwise,  I'll  go  back  to  camp  and  stay  there,  and  you 
can  look  after  yourself." 

"Be  calm  I    Be  calm  I"    Jack  pushed  back  hi«  mop 
of  hair  and  grinned  derisively.     «  You  should  v.orry 
about  any  lovemaking  from  me.     Take  the  bunch  out 
at  the  beach,  or  at  a  dance,  and  I  can  rattle  off  the  senti- 
mental patter  to  beat  the  band.     But  it  doesn't  seem  to 
fit  in  up  here  — unless  a  fellow  meant  it  honest-to-good- 
ness.     And  I  ain't  going  to  mean  it,  my  dear  girl.     Not 
with  you.     I  like  you  as  a  friend,  but  I  fear  I  can 
never  be  more  than  a  step-brother  to  you."     He  pulled 
off  a  dead  twig  from  the  bush  beside  him,  snapped  it  in 
two  and  flipped  the  pieces  down  the  slope.     "  I'd  look 
nice,  making  love  to  a  girl,  the  fix  I'm  in!  "  he  added 
with  a  savage  bitterness  that  gave  the  lie  to  his  smiling 
indifference.     "  A  fellow  ought  to  make  sure  his  canoe 
is  going  to  stay  right  side  up  before  he  asks  a  girl  to 
step  into  it" 

"  That's  all  right  then.  It's  best  to  understand  each 
other.  Now,  if  I  were  you,  I'd  have  things  brought  up 
here,  a  little  at  a  time,  that  you'll  need  for  your  secret 
camp.  Groceries,  you  know,  and  things.  You  can 
make  a  place  to  keep  them  in  till  you  get  your  vacation 
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—  and  listen !  When  I  go  to  town  I  can  buy  you  things 
that  would  look  queer  if  you  sent  for  them.  Towels 
and  napkins  and  — " 

Jack  gave  a  whoop  at  that,  though  his  ignorance  of 
primitive  living  did  not  fall  far  short  of  hers.    But  in 
the  main,  he  took  her  advice  with  praiseworthy  grati- 
tude.    He  had  never  expected  to  enjoy  being  an  outlaw. 
But  under  the  influence  of  her  enthusiasm  and  his  own 
youthfulness,  he  began  to  take  a  certain  interest  in  the 
details  of  her  scheme  —  to  plan  with  her  as  though  it 
was  going  to  be  merely  a  camping  out  for  pleasure. 
That,  of  course,  was  the  boy  in  him  rising  to  the  bait 
of  a  secret  cave  in  the  mountains,  and  exchanging  helio- 
graph signals  with  the  heroine  of  the  adventure,  and 
lying  upon  a  ledge  before  his  cave  watching  for  enemies. 
There  would  be  the  bears,  too,  that  Hank  Brown  had 
said  would  be  ambling  up  there  to  their  winter  quarters. 
And  there  would  be  the  scream  of  the  mountain  lions 
—  Jaxjk  had  more  than  once  heard  them  at  night  down 
in  the  forest  below  him,  and  had  thrilled  to  the  sound. 
He  would  stalk  the  shy  deer  and  carry  meat  to  his 
cave  and  broil  the  flesh  over  his  tiny  campfire  —  don't 
tell  me  that  the  boy  in  any  normal  young  man  would 
not  rise  enthusiastically  to  that  bait ! 

But  there  were  other  times,  when  Marion  was  not 
there ;  when  Jack  was  alone  with  the  stars  and  the  dark 
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Imlk  of  the  wooded  dopes  beneath  hun;  times  when  the 
adventure  paled  and  gre^  bleak  before  his  sonl,  so  tl„t 
h.  shrank  from  it  appalled.  Times  when  he  could  not 
d.«t  ont  the  picture  of  the  proud,  stately  Mrs.  Singleton 
Corey,  h>d.ng  humiliated  and  broken  of  spirit  in  a 
«nator.u»  shamed  before  the  world  because  he  was 
W  son.     Not  all  the  secret  caves  the  mountains  held 

ri  ;\  r"  °'  *"'  "'™^'" ""- "  -->ed  him 

in  the  dark  stillness  of  the  peak. 

For  Jack  was  her  true  offsprino'  in  nr!,).  -t 
Fp  h.A  v..  .  .        "'""s  '"  Pnde,  if  no  more. 

He  had  been  a  sensitive  youngster  who  had  resented 
passionately  his  mother's  slights  unon  hi.  , 
nf  iv.  J  J     I    ,  ""snis  npon  his  vague  memory 

ot  the  dad  who  had  mvm  i,;™  u-      j  ^ 

and  hi.  .  1  .,•  ^  '"'  "d^n'urous  spirit 

and  his  rebellion  against  the  restraints  „f  mere  con- 
vention, which  was  his  mother's  devest  god.     vZZ 

Me  affectionately  „f  the  maa  Jack  loved.    He  had 
talen  what  money  she  gave  him.     It  was  hif  dad's 
money  for  his  dad  had  suffered  hardship  to  ^s    i 
from  the  earth,  in  the  mines  that  kept  Mrs.  Singleton 

hiT  f /!.t  '''  '*'  '°  •"""^  '"""^  "»  *«  -ould  give 
W  «d  did  no.  feel  particularly  grateful  to  her  be- 
<»use  she  was  fairly  generous  in  giving 
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But  now  the  very  pride  that  he  had  inherited  from 
her  turned  upon  him  the  savage  weapons  of  memory. 
He  had  swift  visions  of  his  mother  mounting  the  steps 
of  some  mansion,  going  graciously  to  make  a  fashionable 
ten-minute  call  upon  some  friend,  while  Jack  played 
chauffeur  for  the  occasion.  She  couldn't  go  calling  now 
on  the  Westlake  millionaires'  wives,  taunted  memory. 
Neither  could  she  preside  at  the  club  teas;  nor  invite 
forty  or  fifty  twittery  women  into  her  big  double  parlors 
and  queen  it  over  them  as  Jack  had  so  often  seen  her 
do.  She  could  not  do  any  of  the  things  that  had  made 
up  her  life,  and  Jack  was  the  reason  why  she  could 
not  do  them. 

He  tried  to  shut  out  the  picture  of  his  mother,  and 
there  were  times  when  for  a  few  hours  he  succeeded. 
Those  were  the  hours  he  spent  with  Marion  or  in  watch- 
ing for  her  to  come,  or  in  perfecting  the  details  of  the 
plan  she  had  helped  him  to  form.  By  the  time  he  had 
his  next  four  days  of  freedom,  he  had  also  a  good- 
sized  cache  of  food  ready  to  carry  to  Grizzly  Peak  where 
his  makeshift  camping  outfit  was  hidden.  Marion  had 
told  him  that  when  the  fire-season  was  over  and  the 
lookout  station  closed  for  the  winter,  which  would  be 
when  the  first  snow  had  come  to  stay,  he  ought  to  be 
ready  to  disappear  altogether  from  the  ken  of  the  Forest 
Service  and  all  of  the  rest  of  Quincy. 
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^^  "  You  can  say  you're  going  prospecting,"  she  planned, 
and  then  beat  it  to  your  cave  and  make  it  snug  for 
the  winter.     Anything  you  must  buy  after  that,  you  can 
tell  me  about  it,  and  I'll  manage  to  get  it  and  leave  it 
for  you  at  our  secret  meeting  place.     I  don't  know  how 
ril  man.^e  about  Kate,  but  I'll  manage  somehow - 
an.  that'll  be  fun,  too.     Kate  will  be  perfectly  wild 
if  she  sees  me  doing  mysterious  things  -  but  she  won't 
find  out  what  it's  all  about,  and  I'll  have  more  fun! 
I  do  love  to  badger  her,  poor  thing.     She's  a  dear 
really,  you  know.     But  she  wants  to  know  everything 
a  persoa  does  and  says  and  thinks;  and  she  hasn't  any 
more  imagination  than  a  white  rabbit,   and  so  she 
wouldn't  understand  if  you  told  her  every  little  thing. 
"  So  I'll  have  the  time  of  my  life  doing  it,  but  I'll 
get  things  just  the  same,  and  leave  them  for  you.     And 
I'll  bring  ^ou  reading  -  oh,  have  you  put  down  caudles. 
Jack?     You'll  need  a  loc  of  them,  so  you  can  read 
evenings." 

What's  the  matte-  m  pine  knots  ?  "  Jack  inquired. 
"Daniel  Boone  was  great  on  pine-knot  torches,  if  I 
remember  right.  One  thing  I  wish  you  would  do, 
Marion.  I'll  give  you  the  money  to  send  for  about  a 
million  Araby  cigarettes.  I'll  write  down  the  address 
—  where  I  always  bought  them.  Think  you  could  get 
by  with  it?" 
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"  You  just  watch  me.  Say,  I  do  think  this  is  going 
to  be  the  best  kind  of  a  winter !  I  wouldn't  miss  being 
up  here  for  anything." 

Jack  looked  at  her  doubtfullj-  it  he  finally  i  odded 
his  head  in  assent.  "  It  could  bt  worse,"  he  qualified 
optimistically. 


CHAPTER  FOURTEEN 

MTTEPIIY   HAS   A   HUMOEOUS   MOOD 

rpHOUGH  Fred  and  the  professor  shouldered  pick 
A     and  shovel  at  sunrise  every  morning  and  laid 
them  down  thankfully  at  dusk  every  night,  they  could 
not  hope  to  work  out  the  assessment  upon  eight  mining 
claims  in  a  year.     The  professor  was  not  a  success  as 
a  pick-and-shovel  man,  though  he  did  his  best.    He 
acquired  a  row  of  callouses  on  each  hand  and  a  chronic 
ache  m  his  back,  but  beyond  that  he  did  not  accomplish 
very  much.     Fred  was  really  the  brawn  of  the  under- 
taking, and  in  a  practical  way  he  was  the  brains  also. 
Fred  saw  at  once  that  the  task  required  more  muscle 
than  he  and  the  professor  could  furnish,  so  he  hired 
a  couple  of  men  and  set  them  to  work  on  the  claims  of 
the  speculators. 

Two  little  old  Irishmen,  these  were;  men  who  had 
dried  down  to  pure  muscle  and  bone  as  to  their  bodies, 
and  to  pure  mining  craft  and  tenacious  memoiy  for  the 
details  of  their  narrow  lives  as  to  brains.  The  moun^ 
tarns  produce  such  men.  In  the  barren  plains  country 
they  would  be  called  desert  rats,  but  in  the  mountains 
they  are  called  prospectors. 
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They  set    ip  their  own  camp  half  a  mile  down  the 
creek,  so  that  Kate  and  Marion  seldom  saw  them. 
They  did  their  own  cooking  and  divided  their  work 
to  suit  themselvt.,,  and  they  did  not  charge  as  much  for 
their  labor  as  Fred  charged  the  claim-owners  for  the 
work,  so  Fred  considered  that  he  had  done  very  well 
in  hiring  them.     He  could  turn  his  attention  to  his  own 
claim  and  the  claims  of  Marion  and  Kate,  and  let  the 
professor  peck  away  at  a  hole  in  the  hillside  where  he 
vaguely  hoped  to  find  gold.     Why  not?    People  did, 
in  these  mountains.     Why,  nuggets  of  gold  had  been 
picked  up  in  the  main  street  of  Quincy,  so  they  told 
him.     One  man  in  town  had  solemnly  assured  him  that 
all  these  hills  were  "  lousy  with  gold  ";  and  while  the 
professor  did  not  like  the  phrase,  he  did  like  the  heart- 
ening assurance  it  bore  to  his  wistful  heart,  and  he 
began  examining  his  twenty-acre  claim  with  a  new  in- 
terest.    Surely  the  early-day  miners  had  not  gleaned  all 
the  gold!     Why,  nearly  every  time  he  talked  with  any 
of  the  natives  he  heard  of  fresh  strikes.     Old  prospectors 
like  Murphy  and  Mike  were  always  coming  in  town 
for  supplies  and  then  hurrying  back  to  far  canyons 
where  they  fully  expected  to  become  ricli. 

The  professor  got  a  book  on  mineralogy  and  read 
it  faithfully.  Certain  points  which  he  was  not  sure 
that  he  understood  he  memorized  and  meant  to  ask 
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Murphy,  who  had  .  memory  like  .  trap  and  had  mined 
from  Mex.eo  .o  AlaAa  and  from  Montana  to  the  sea. 
Murphy  poiaed  hia  ahovel,  since  he  happened  to  be 
work,„,,  tw,nJ.Icd  hia  eye,  at  the  profel  througl 
thick,  ailver-nmrned  glasaea,  and  demanded :    "  For  whv 
do  ye  be  readin-  a  bnke  about  it?    For  why  don't  ye 
get  down  wit  yer  pick,  man,  and  >ee  whafa  in  the 
grom>d!    My  gorry,  I  been  minin'  now  for  forty-wan 
year,  ever  aence  I  come  from  the  auld  country,  an'  / 
"7"  «ad  no  buke  t'  see  what  I  had  in  me  claim.    I 
go  down  >nty  the  ground,  an'  I  seen  for  meself  what  I 

fe^d       r/"', "";"  '  '""""  °"''  "^  ^"y-  I  dW-'t 
ue^d  no  m.  t'  tell  me  was  she  wort'  the  powder  I'd 

put  mty  er.    An'  them  that  made  their  millions  outy 

the.r  m„es,  they  didn't  go  walkin'  around  wit'  a  buke 

.n  their  hands!    My  gony,  they  hired  jackasses  like 

"  And  if  ye  want  to  find  out  what's  there  in  yer  claim. 
Id  adv.se  ye  t'  throw  away  yer  buke,  young  feller,  an' 
f  ''T '"  ^"  ""-  '■"-ds,  an'  j„'ll  be  like  t'  know  a 
dom  s.ght  more  than  wit'  all  yer  readin'.  An'  if  y,.  like 
to  b„,.g  „e  a  sample  of  what  ye  git,  I'll  be  the  wan  t' 

t  tell  It  by  nayther." 
Whereat  Mike,  who  was  silly  from  being  struck  on 


ir 


9  *'* 


178 


THE  LOOKOUT  MAN 


tbe  head  with  a  railroad  tie  somewhere  down  the  long 
trail  of  years  behind  him,  gulped  his  lean  Adam's  apple 
into  a  laugh,  and  began  to  gobble  a  long,  rambling  tale 
about  a  fcllor  he  knew  once  in  Minnesota  who  could 
locate  mines  with  a  crooked  stick,  and  wherever  he 
pinted  the  stick  you  could  dig.  .  .  . 

Murphy  sat  down  ui)on  him  tb jn  —  figuratively 
speaking-  ^nd  reminded  Mike  that  they  were  not 
talking  about  crooked  sticks  ner  no  kind  of  sticks,  ner 
they  didn't  give  a  dom  what  h  ppened  in  Minnesota 
fifty  year  ago  —  if  it  ever  had  happened,  which 
Murphy  doubted.  So  Mike  left  his  story  in  the  middle 
and  went  oflF  to  the  water  jug  undir  a  stubby  ceaar, 
walking  bowlegged  and  swinging  his  arms  limply,  palms 
turned  backward,  and  muttering  to  himself  as  ho 
went. 

*'A-ah,  thore  goes  a  liar  if  ever  there  was  one  — 
him  and  his  crooked  sthic': !  "  Murphy  brought  out  a 
plug  of  tobacco  the  length  of  his  hana  and  pried  off  a 
corner  with  his  teeth.  "  Mebby  it  was  a  railroad  tie, 
I  dunno,  that  give  him  the  dint  in  his  head  where  he 
should  have  brains  —  lut  I  misdoubt  me  if  iver  there 
was  more  than  the  prospect  of  a  hole  there,  and  niver 
a  color  to  pay  fer  the  diggin'."  He  looked  at  the  pro- 
fessor and  winked  prodigiously,  though  Mike  was  out 
of  earshot.     "  Him  an'  his  crooked  sthick  I  "  he  snorted, 
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••'•'^••^K  the  profesMor  with  his  olhnv      '• '^  / 

"«a  more  I  ™„„„t  ,„_v  ,i,„„  tl„,t."  '^       " 

the  ears  nf  o.  .  mitr  — j  term  sweet  to 

zzt:rZo  :'"''' '-^^ '"''■'■■''•' •^''^ 

a„H,  .   T  •^         ''''  ■  '"  "'■'  »'"'"  'ike  Murphy 

but  ,h,ak  of  the  fortune  if  they  could  reallv  find  Ji 
-P'-mg  ju,.  then  •  ,  Miko,  with  an  upward  twiuki^ 
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of  hh  thick,  convex  glasses,  uiid  a  contemptuous  fling 

of  his  shovelful  of  dirt  up  over  the  rim  of  tliu  hole. 
"  My  ^'orry,  I  think  this  mine  we're  workin'  on  was 

lo<'ate(l  hy  tho  Luke,"  he  chuckled.     "  Fer  if  not  that, 

will  ye  tell  me  wliy  else  they  want  'er  opened  up? 

There's  as  much  gold  here  as  I've  g(it  in  mo  pocket,  an' 

not  a  dom  bit  more." 

"  Well,  that  man  I  knowinl  in  Minnesota,  ho  tuk  a 

cr(X)ked  sthick,"  gobbled  Mike,  whose  speech,  as  well 

as  his  mind  had  been  driven  askew  by  the  railroad  tie; 

but  Murphy  impatiently  slmt  him  up  again. 

"  A-ah,  an'  that's  about  as  much  as  ye  iver  did  know, 

I'm  thinkin',  Ic's  have  no  more  av  yer  crooked  sthick. 
Hand  me  down  that  other  pick,  fer  this  wan  is  no  sharper 
than  me  foot." 

He  worked  steadilv  after  that,  flinging  up  the  moist 
soil  with  an  asperated  "'a-ah"  that  punctuated  rr  > 
larly  each  hoave  of  his  shoulder  muscles.  In  a  little 
he  climbed  out  and  helped  Mike  rig  a  windlass  over  tho 
hole.  Mike  pottered  a  good  deal,  and  stood  often  staring 
vacantly,  studying  the  next  detail  of  their  work.  When 
he  was  not  Ubing  them,  his  hands  drooped  helplessly 
at  his  sides,  a  sign  of  mental  slackness  never  to  be  mis- 
taken. He  was  willihg,  and  what  Murphy  told  him  to 
do  he  did.  But  it  was  Murphy  who  did  the  hard  work, 
who  planned  for  them  both. 


A  HUMOROUS  MOOD  igi 

rro^mly  Mike  „c„,  ,«,,„^;.  ^  ,„  ,^  ^^^^ 

,1  rr/' '"'  ^""'"''^  ""'""^  'p""""  "■«  -"'"'•"• 

m  1  mio  nv„  „„  ,„  hi,  .hi„  ,^„  ,^^^_,  ^__^_^l       P 
wca  or   !,.„  „  .h„„,<,  b«,.„,„  ^„  ^^^  ,^^ 

•"'  '""■  "»-»  '"«'  «  ".bit  of  pi„chi„  hi.  lower  ^a„ 
up  against  bi.  upper.  ' 

The  professor  «,mc  back  with  his  sample  of  roek- 
w.|h  .  poeketful  of  samples -jus.  a.  Murphy  had 
flmshed  and  wa.  wiping  hi.  thiek  gl.s«=,  „n  a  so^  ^ 
b  ue  eaheo  handkerehief  with  large  white  polka^lc     on 
.he  border  and  little  white  polkasiot.  in  .he  middle. 
He  turned  toward  the  professor  inquiringly,  warned  by 
0  .cruneh,„g  f«,tstop,  that  some  one  approaehed.   But 
e  w..  hhnd  as  a  ba.-,o  he  declared  -  without  hi 
.lasses  so  he  finished  polishing  them  and  placed  them 
^a.n  l«f„re  his  bleared,  powde.burne..  eye,  before" 
knew  who  was  coming. 

In','/"'-''''  r  "'"''  "^''"^^•"  •"=  P^*'*''-  i»  "»  »0ft 

» h.r"'i  T' "" "  "^ '"" "'  »™'^  -°'«"-. 

would  a>,„k  he  was  asking  question  after  question  and 
n  ver  makmg  a  statement  at  all.  "An'  what  have  ye 
dugoutyycrbukenowi"  ' 
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"  No,  by  George,  I  dug  this  out  of  the  ground,"  the 
professor  declared,  going  forward  eagerly.  "  I  want 
you  to  tell  me  frankly  just  what  you  think  of  it." 

"An'  I  will  do  that  —  though  it's  many  the  fight 
I've  been  in  because  of  speakin'  me  mind,"  Murphy 
stated,  grinning  a  little.  "  An'  now  le's  see  what  ye 
got  there.  My  gorry,  I've  been  thinkin'  they're  all  av 
thim  buke  mines  that  ye  have  here,"  he  bantered,  peer- 
ing into  the  professor's  faoe,  before  he  took  the  largest 
piece  of  rock  and  turned  it  over  critically  in  his  hands. 
In  a  minute  he  handed  it  back  with  a  quizzical 
glance. 

"  They's  nawthin'  there,"  he  said  softly.  "  If  thot 
was  gold-bearin'  rock,  my  gorry,  we'd  all  of  us  be  rollin' 
in  wealth,  fer  the  mountains  is  made  of  such.  Young 
feller,  ye're  wastin'  yer  time  an'  ivery  dollar  ye're 
sinkin'  in  these  here  claims  ye've  showed  me  —  and 
thot's  no  lie  I'm  tellin'  ye,  but  the  truth,  an'  if  ye  be- 
lieve it  I'll  soon  be  huntin'  another  job  and  ye'll  be 
takin'  the  train  back  where  ye  come  from." 

The  professor  eyed  him  uncertainly.  He  looked  at 
the  great,  singing  pines  that  laced  their  branches  to- 
gether high  over  their  heads.  Fred,  he  thought,  had 
made  a  mistake  when  he  hired  experienced  miners  to  do 
this  work.     It  might  be  better  to  let  Murphy  in.  .  .  . 

"  Still  the  timber  on  the  claims  is  worth  proving  up, 
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and  more,"  he  ventured  cautioualy,  with  a  sharp  glance 
at  Murphy's  spectacles. 

"  A-ah,  and  there  yer  right,"  Murphy  assented  with 
the  upward  tilt  to  his  voice.     "An'  if  it's  the  timber 
ye  be  wantin',  I'll  say  no  more  about  the  mine.     Four 
thousand  acres  minin'  claims  no  better  than  yer  own  have 
I  seen  held  fer  the  trees  on  thim  -  an'  ain't  it  the  way 
some  of  these  ole  fellers  thot  goes  around  now  wit'  their 
two  hands  in  their  pants  pockets  an'  no  more  work  t' 
do  wit'  'em  than  to  light  up  their  seegars  -  ain't  it  wit' 
the  timber  on  their  minin'  claims  that  they  made  their 
pile  i    A-ah-but  them  was  the  good  times  fer  them 
that  had  brains.    A  jackass  like  me  an'  Mike,  here, 
we  re  the  feUers  thot  went  on  a  lookin'  fer  gold  an' 
^vm'  no  thought  to  the  trees  that  stood  above.    An' 
thim  that  took  the  gold  an'  the  trees,  they're  the  ones 
thot 8  paym'  wages  now  to  the  likes  of  Mike  an'  me" 
He  straightened  his  back  and  sent  a  speculative  glance 
at  the  forest  around  him.     « 'Tis  long  sence  the  thrick 
has  been  worked  through,"  he  mused,  turning  his  plug 
of  tobacco  over  in  his  hand,  looking  for  a  likely  place 
to  sink  his  stained  old  teeth.     «  Ye'H  be  kapin'  mum 
about  what's  in  yer  mind,  young  feller,  ef  ye  don't  want 
to  bring  the  dom  Forest  Service  on  yer  trail.     Ef  it  was 
me,  I'd  buy  me  a  bag  of  salt  fer  me  mines  — I  would 
thot," 
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"  Well,  by  George !  "  The  professor  stared.  "  What 
has  salt  —  ?" 

"  A-ah,  an'  there's  where  ye're  ign'rant,  young  feller, 
wit'  all  yer  buke  I'arnin'.  'Tis  gold  I  mean  —  gold  thot 
ye  can  show  t'  thim  thot  gits  cur'us.  But  if  it  was  me, 
I'd  sink  me  shaf  in  a  likelier  spot  than  what  this  spot 
is  —  I  wuddn't  be  bringing  up  durt  like  this,  an'  be 
callin'  the  hole  a  mine  1  I  kin  show  ye  places  where  ye 
kin  git  the  color  an'  have  the  luke  of  a  mine  if  ye 
haven't  the  gold.  There's  better  men  than  you  been 
fooled  in  these  hills.  I  spint  me  a  winter  meself ,  cuttin' 
timbers  fer  me  mine  —  an'  no  more  than  a  mile  from 
this  spot  it  was  —  an'  in  the  spring  I  sinks  me  shaF 
an'  not  a  dom  ounce  of  gold  do  I  git  fer  me 
pains ! " 

"  Well,  by  George !  I'll  speak  to  Fred  about  it.  I 
—  I  suppose  you  can  be  trusted.  Murphy  ?  " 

Murphy  spat  far  from  him  and  hitched  up  his  sagging 
overalls.  "  Kin  any  man  be  trusted  ? "  he  inquired 
sardonically.  "  He  kin,  says  I,  if  it's  to  hia  intrust. 
I'm  gittin'  my  wages  fer  the  diggin',  ain't  I  ?  Then  it's 
to  me  intrust  to  kape  on  diggin'!  Sure,  me  tongue 
niver  wagged  me  belly  outy  a  grub-stake  yit,  young 
feller!  I'm  with  ye  on  this,  an'  thot's  me  true  word 
I'm  givin'  ye." 

The  professor  hurried  off  to  find  Fred  and  urge  him 
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to  let  Murphy  advise  them  upon  the  exact  sites  of  their 
minee  Murphy  hung  his  hammer  up  in  the  forked 
branches  of  a  young  oak,  and  went  off  to  his  dinner 
Arriving  there,  he  straightway  discovered  that  Mike 
besides  frying  bacon  and  making  a  pot  of  muddy  coffee' 
and  stirring  up  a  bannock,  had  been  engaged  also  in 
what  passed  with  him  for  thinking. 

"  Them  fellers  don't  know  nothin'  about  minin'  »  he 
began  when  he  had  poured  himself  a  cup  of  coffee'  and 
turned^  the  pot  with  the  handle  toward  Murphy. 
They  8  no  gold  there,  where  we're  diggin',  I  know 
theresnogold!  They's  no  sign  of  gold.  They  can 
dig  a  hunnerd  feet  down,  an'  they  won't  find  no  gold! 
Why,  m  Minnesota,  that  time  — " 

"A-ah,  now,  le's  have  none  av  Minnesota,"  Murphy 
broke  in  upon  Mike's  gobbling -no  other  word  ex- 
presses  Mike's  manner  of  speech,  or  comes  anywhere 
near  to  giving  any  idea  of  his  mushy  mouthing  of  words. 
An  who  iver  said  they  was  after  gold,  now? » 
Mike's  jaw  went  slack  while  he  stared  dully  at  his 
partner.     «  An'  if  they  ain't  after  gold,  what  they  dig- 
gm'  fer,  then?"  he  demanded,  when  he  had  collected 
what  he  could  of  his  scattered  thoughts. 

"A-ah,  now,  an'  thot's  a  diffrunt  story,  Mike,  me 
boy.  Murphy  broke  off  a  piece  of  bamiock,  on  the 
side  least  burned,  and  nodded  his  head  in  a  peculiarly 
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Knowing  manner.  "  Av  ye  could  kape  yer  tongue  quiet 
fr'm  clappin'  all  ye  know,  Mike,  T  cud  tell  ye  somethin' 
—  I  cud  thot." 

"  Wh-why,  nobudy  ever  heard  me  talkin'  things  that's 
tol'  in  secret,"  Mike  made  haste  to  asseverate.  "  Why, 
one  time  in  Minneso*<i,  they  was  a  feller,  he  tol'  me, 
min'  jnh,  things  't  he  wouldn't  tell  his  own  mthrrr  I " 
Mike,  poor  man,  could  not  say  mother  at  all.  He  just 
buzzed  with  his  tongue  and  let  it  go  at  that.  But 
Murphy  was  used  to  his  peculiarities  and  guessed  what 
he  meant. 

"An'  there's  where  he  showed  respick  fer  the  auld 
lady,"  he  commenced  drily,  and  winked  at  his  cup  of 
coffee. 

"An'  he  tol'  we,  mind  yuh,  all  about  a  mrrer" 
(which  was  as  close  as  he  could  come  to  murder)  "  an' 
he  knew,  mind  ye,  who  it  was,  an'  he  tol'  me  —  an'  why, 
/  wouldn't  ever  say  nothin'  an'  he  knew  it  —  I 
doctrrrred  his  eyes,  mind  ye,  mind  ye,  an'  the  doctrrrs 
they  couldn't  do  nothin'  —  an'  we  was  with  this  outfit 
that  was  puttin'  in  a  bridge"  (only  he  couldn't  say 
bridge  to  save  his  life)  "  this  was  'way  back  in  Minne- 
sota—" 

'•'A-ah,  now  ye  come  back  to  Minnesota,  ye  better 
quit  yer  travelin'  an'  eat  yer  dinner,"  quelled  Murphy 
impatiently.     "  An'  le's  hear-no  more  'bout  it." 
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Mike  laid  a  strip  of  scorched  bacon  upon  a  chunk 
of  scorched  bannock  and  bit  down  through  the  mass 
chewed  meditatively  and  stared  into  the  coals  of  his  camp 
fire.  "  If  they  ain't  diggin'  fer  gold,  then  what  are 
they  diggin'  fer?"  he  demanded  aggressively,  and  so 
suddenly  that  Afurphy  started. 

"  A-ah,  now,  I'll  tell  ye  what  they're  diggin'  fer,  but 
It's  a  secret,  mind  ye,  and  ye  must  niwer  spheak  a  word 
av  It.     They're  diggin'  fer  anguintum,  me  boy.     An' 
thot's  wort'  more  than  gold,  an'  the  likes  av  me  'n  you 
wadden't  know  if  we  was  to  wade  through  it,  but  it's 
used  in  the  war,  I  dunno,  t'  make  gas-bags  t'  kill  the 
mimy,  and  ye're  t'  say  nawthin'  t'  nobody  er  they'll 
likely  take  an'  hang  ye  fer  a  spy  on  the  government, 
but  ye're  sa-afe,  Mike,  a'  long  as  ye  sthick  t'  me  an' 
yer  job  an'  say  nawthin'  t'  nobody,  d'  ye  see." 

"  They'd  nivve'-  hang  me  fer  a  spy,"  Mike  gobbled 
excitedly.  "They'll  nivver  hang  me -why  I 
knowed  — " 

"  A-ah,  av  yer  iwer  did  ye've  fergot  it  intirely," 
Murphy  squelched  him  pitilessly. 

Mike  gulped  down  a  mouthful  and  took  a  swallow 
of  muddy  coffee.  «  They  better  look  out  how  they  come 
around  me,"  he  threatened  vaguely.  «  They  can't  take 
me  for  a  spy.  I'd  git  the  lawyers  after  'em,  an'  I'd 
make  'em  trouble.     They  wanta  look  out -I'd  spend 
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iTvery  cent  I  make  on  lawyers  an'  courta  if  they  took 
and  hung  me  fer  a  spy.     I'd  lawsue  'em !  " 

Murphy  laughed.  "  A-ah,  would  ye,  now  1 "  he  cried 
admiringly.  "My  gorry,  it  takes  a  brain  like  yours 
t'  think  ar  things.  Now,  av  they  hung  me,  I'd  be  likes 
to  let  'er  sthand  thot  way.  I'd  niwer  a  thought  t* 
'.awsue  'em  fer  it  —  I  wad  not !  " 
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A  OivE  BWSLLBR  JiCK   WOUIJ>  BI 

,  '"'""''  "'^^  '"='''  ^"^  ""Other  f„„  „on.h" 

mh  of  breaier,  ,a  a  storm,  and  seat  dead  branches 
e^pn^^d^,and..odbro™need,es«>..n^nt 

"A-ah,  but  she's  goin'  t'  mve  na  +1,^      • 
/J  »  ^^  6"  "    fc   give  us  the  ram  now    T 

~SM;:td'LTth"'^'^""^'"^ 

u,  iuiKe,  and  make  the  camp  snuir  axrin 
foul  weather.     An'  av'  ♦!,«  k  *i.     ^  *  ^ 

•     -^^    3V    the  both  of  ve  ainV  o«f  ,,„. 

yersel.es  an'  let  the  diggin'  go  fer  a  day.     It's  W 

wood  ye'U  need,  an'  in  a  dry  place     An'  w  Jl       . 
ffllL-in' »!.«  i        1  ,  "^  p^ace.     An   while  ye're 

Wkm    bout  wood,  have  yer  go.  yer  wood  fer  the  winter  ? 
An  yer  goin'  to  sthay,  ye  bin  teliin'  me." 
Fred  looted  around  hin>  at  the  forest  where  the  o^ 

Tl^t  r^  ""  '"  *'  *-'■»«  vines  we«, 

fluttering  gay  red  and  yellow  leaves  in  the  wind.    Fdl 
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was  slipping  on  him  unaware.  He  had  thought  that 
there  was  plenty  of  time  tc  make  ready  for  winter,  hut 
now  he  knew  that  the  time  w  short  —  too  short,  maybe, 
with  that  wind  booming  up  I'rom  the  southwest. 

"  You  and  Mike  can  knock  oflF  work  here,  and  when 
your  camp's  in  shape  you  can  come  over  and  cut  wood 
for  us.  Doug,  we'll  beat  it  and  throw  thai  woodshed 
together  we've  been  going  to  build.  Think  it'll  storm 
today,  Murphy  ? " 

Murphy  st'^pped  out  where  he  could  glimpp?  the 
southern  sky,  pnd  eyed  the  drift  of  heavy  clouds.  "  She 
will  not  bust  loose  t'day,  I'm  thinkin',"  he  decided. 
"  She'll  be  workin'  'erself  up  to  the  pint  r.v  shnowin' 
er  rainin'  er  both.  Rain  in  the  valley,  shnow  up  here 
where  Wre  at,  I'm  thinkixk'.  She'll  be  a  rip  wlien  she 
does  bust  loose,  me  boy,  an'  ye  can't  have  things  too 
tight  an'  shnug." 

"  I  believe  yuh.  Come  on,  Doug.  Murphy,  you 
can  take  care  of  the  tools  and  cover  up  the  hole,  will 
you?" 

"  I  will  do  that.'*  Murphy  grinned  after  the  two 
tolerantly.  "  Will  I  take  care  av  me  tools,  an'  it  build- 
in'  a  sthorm  ? "  he  sarcastically  asked  the  swaying 
bushes  around  him.  "  An'  do  I  need  a  pilgrim  to  re- 
mind me  av  that?  An'  thim  wit'  no  wood,  I  dunno, 
whin  they  shud  have  thurrty  tier  at  the  very  least. 
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sawed  an'  sphlit  an'  ricked  up  under  cover  where  it 
can  be  got  at  whin  they  want  it  — an'  they  will  want 
it,  fair  enough  I     A-ah,  but  they'll  find  they  ain't  win- 
terin'  in  Southern  Califomy,   before  they're  t'rough 
with  this  country.     They're  not  got  their  winter  grub 
laid  in,  an'  I'll  bet  money  oa't,  an'  no  wood,  an'  they're 
like  t'  be  shnowed  in  here,  whin  no  rig  will  come  up 
thot  grade  wit'  a  load  an'  I  don't  care  how  much  they'll 
pay  t'  have  it  hauled,  an'  them  two  not  able  t'  pack 
grub  3n  their  backs  as  I've  done  raanny's  the  time,  an' 
them  wimmin  wantin'  all  the  nicks  Lee's  got  in  his 
sthores!     Cake  an'  pie,  it's  likely  they  must  have  in 
the  house  er  they  thick  they're  not  eatin'."    Murphy 
talked  as  he  worked,  putting  the  tools  in  a  pile  ready 
to  be  carried  to  camp,  picking  up  pieces  of  rope  and 
wire  and  boards  and  nails,  and  laying  a  plank  roof 
over  the  windlass  and  weighting  it  with  rocks.    Mike  had 
gone  pacing  to  camp,  swinging  his  arms  and  talking 
to  himself  also,  though  his  talk  was  less  humanly  kind 
under  the  monotonous  grumble.     Mike  was  gobbling  un- 
der his  breath,  something  about  law-suing  anybody  that 
come  botherin'  him  an'  tryin'  t'  arrest  him  for  nothin'. 
But  Murphy  continued  to  harp  upon  the  subject  of  do- 
mestic preparedness. 

"  An'  that  leanto  tuem  men  sleep  in  is  no  better  than 
nothin'  an'  if  it  kapes  the  rain  off  their  blankets  it'll 
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not  kape  off  the  slinow,  an'  it  won't  kape  off  the  winj 
at  all.  An'  they've  not  got  the  beddin'  they'll  be  need- 
in',  an'  I'll  bet  money  on  it 

"  They  should  have  a  cellar  dug  back  av  the  cabin 
where'«  the  hill  the  sun  gets  to,  an'  they  should  have 
it  filled  with  spuds  an'  cabbages  an'  the  like  —  but  what 
have  they  got?  A  dollar's  worth  av  sugar,  maybe,  an' 
a  fifty-poun'  sack  av  flour,  an'  maybe  a  roll  a^  butter 
an'  a  table  full  of  nicknacks  which  they  could  Jo  with- 
out—  an'  winter  comin'  on  like  the  lope  av  a  coyote 
after  a  rabbit,  an'  them  no  better  prepared  than  the 
rabbit,  ner  so,  fer  the  rabbit  s  maybe  got  a  hole  he  can 
duck  inty  an'  they  have  nawthin'  but  the  summer  camp 
they've  made,  an'  hammicks,  by  gorry,  whin  they 
should  have  warrm  overshoes  an'  sourdough  coats  i 
Tenderfeet  an'  pilg^'ms  they  be,  an'  these  mountains 
18  no  place  fer  such  with  winter  comin'  on  —  an'  like 
to  be  a  bad  wan  tiie  way  the  squrls  has  been  layin'  away 
nuts." 

Pilgrims  and  tenderfeet  they  were,  and  their  lack 
of  foresight  might  well  shock  an  oldtimer  like  Murphy. 
But  he  would  have  been  still  more  shocked  had  he 
seen  what  poor  amateurish  preparations  for  the  com- 
ing winter  another  young  tenderfoot  had  been  making. 
If  he  had  seen  the  place  which  Jeck  Corey  had  chosen 
for  his  winter  hide-out  I  think  he  would  have  taken  a 
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fit;  and  if  he  had  seen  the  little  pile  of  food  which 
Jack  referred  to  pridefuUy  as  his  gnibetaJce  I  don't 
know  what  he  would  have  done. 

Under  the  barren,  rock-upended  pen!:  of      ng  Solo- 
mon there  was  a  narro^r  cleft  between  two  huge  slabs 
that  had  slipped  off  the  ledge  when  the  mountain  was 
in  the  making.     At  the  farther  end  of  the  cleft  there 
was  a  cave  the  size  of  a  country  school-house,  with  a 
jagged  opening  in  the  roof  at  one  side,  and  with  a 
''back-door"  opening  that  let  one  out  into  a  network 
of  clefts  and  caves.     It  was  cool  and  quiet  in  there 
when  Jack  discovered  the  hiding  place,  and  the  wind 
blowing  directly  from  the  south  that  day,  did  not  more 
than  whistle  pleasantly  through  a  big  fissure  somewhere 
in  the  roof. 

Jack  thought  it  must  have  been  made  to  order,  and 
hastened  down  to  their  meeting  place  and  told  Marion 
80.  And  the  very  next  day  she  insisted  upon  meeting 
him  on  the  ridge  beyond  Toil-Gate  basin  and  climbing 
with  him  to  the  cave.  As  soon  as  she  had  breath 
enough  to  talk,  she  agreed  with  him  as  emphatically  as 
her  vocabulary  and  her  flexible  voice  would  permit. 
Made  to  order?  She  should  say  it  was  I  Why,  it  was 
perfect,  and  she  was  just  as  jealous  of  him  as  she  could 
be.  Why,  look  at  the  view!  And  the  campfire  smoke 
wouldn't  show  but  would  drift  away  through  aU  those 
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caves;  or  if  it  did  show,  people  would  simply  think 
that  a  new  volcano  had  burgted  loo^e,  and  they  would 
be  afraid  to  climb  the  peak  for  fear  of  getting  caught 
in  an  cniption.  Even  if  they  did  come  up,  Jack  could 
SCO  them  hours  before  they  got  there,  and  he '  ■  'd  hide. 
And  anywp.y,  they  never  would  find  his  cave.  It  was 
perfect,  iust  like  a  moonshiner  story  or  something. 

Spot.  \g  of  smoke  reminded  Jack  that  he  would 
have  to  laj  in  a  supply  of  wood,  which  was  some  dib 
tance  below  the  rock  crest.  Manzanita  was  the  closest, 
and  that  was  brushy  stuff.  He  also  told  Marion  gravely 
that  he  must  do  it  before  any  snow  came,  or  his  tracks 
would  be  a  dead  give-away  to  the  place.  lie  must  get 
all  his  gnibstake  in  too,  and  after  snowfall  he  would 
have  to  be  mighty  careful  about  making  tracks  around 
any  place. 

Marion  th(  ight  that  snow  on  the  mountain  would 
be  "  keen,"  and  suggested  tha  Jack  try  a  pair  of  her 
ishoes,  and  set  if  he  couldn't  manage  to  we<*  them 
whenevci  there  was  snow.  His  feet  were  ver^  small 
for  a  man's,  nd  hers  were  —  well,  not  tiny  for  a 
woman,  and  she  would  spend  so  much  time  hiking 
around  over  the  hills  that  a  person  would  think,  of 
course,  she  had  made  the  tracks.  Being  an  impulsive 
young  woman  who  believed  in  doing  things  on  the 
spot,  she  thereupon  retired  behind  a  comer  of  rock 
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•nd  prf«,ntly  threw  one  of  her  high-lace  boot.  o.U  to 
Jack,  It  crumpled  hi.  toei,  but  Jack  thought  he  could 
wear  it  ,f  he  had  to.  So  that  point  was  settled  sat- 
"factonly,  and  they  went  on  planning  impoeaibilitics 
w.th  a  naive  enthusiasm  that  would  have  horrified 
Murphy. 

Any  man  could  have  told  .l.ck  thing,  to  dampon  hi, 

But  Jack,  for  porfectly  obvioua  r,.a,on,,  „„»  „„t  a,king 
any  man  for  information  or  advieo  upon  that  subject. 
Hank  Brown  would  have  rambled  along  the  trail  of 
many  word,  anj  eventually  have  told  Jack  aome  thing. 
<l..t  he  ought  to  know-only  Hank  Brown  came  no 
more  to  Mount  Hough  lookout  atation.    A  stranger 
ight  Jack's  weekK  pack-load  of  supplies,  a  laconic 
;   0  of  m«,  who  held  his  mind  and  his  tongue  stricth 
0    ae  business  at  hand.     The  other  men  who  carn'o 
there  ».ere  tourists,  and  with  them  Jack  would  not  talk 
at  all  if  he  could  hcrp  it. 

So  he  went  blandly  on  with  hi,  camp  building,  four 
precious  days  out  of  every  month.  lie  chopped  dead 
manzanita  bush  and  carried  it  on  his  back  to  his  hide- 
out, and  was  tickled  with  the  pile  he  managed  to  store 
away  m  one  end  of  the  cave.  Working  in  warm  weather, 
<t  seemed  to  be  a  great  deal  of  wood. 
From  the  lookout  station  he  watched  the  slow  build- 
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ing  of  the  storm  that  so  worried  Murphy  because  of 
the  Toll-Gate  people.  He  watched  the  circled  sweep 
of  the  clouds  rushing  from  mountain  ridge  to  mountain 
ridge.  Straight  off  Claremont  they  came,  and  tangled 
themselves  in  the  treetops  of  the  higher  slopes.  The 
wind  howled  over  the  mountain  so  fiercely  that  he  could 
scarcely  force  his  way  against  it  to  the  spring  for 
water.  And  when  he  filled  his  bucket  the  wind  sloshed 
half  of  it  out  before  he  could  reach  the  puny  shelter 
of  his  station.  If  he  had  ever  wondered  why  that  sta- 
tion was  banked  solid  to  the  window-sills  with  rocks, 
he  wondered  no  more  when  he  felt  that  gale  pushing 
and  tugging  at  it  and  shrieking  as  if  it  were  enraged 
because  it  could  not  pick  the  station  up  bodily  and 
fling  it  down  into  the  lake  below. 

"Gee I  I'm  glad  IVe  got  a  cave  the  wind  can't 
monkey  with,  to  winter  in,"  he  congratulated  himself 
fatuously  once,  when  the  little  boxlike  building  shook 
in  the  blast. 

That  night  the  wind  slept,  and  the  mountain  lay 
hushed  after  the  tumult.  But  the  clouds  hung  heavy 
and  gray  at  dark,  and  in  the  morning  they  had  not 
drifted  on.  It  was  as  though  the  mountain  tops  had 
corralled  all  the  clouds  in  the  country  and  held  them 
penned  like  sheep  over  the  valleys.  With  the  gray 
sunrise  came  the  wind  again,  and  howled  and  trumpeted 
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and  bullied  the  harassed  forests  until  dark.  And 
then,  with  dark  came  the  stinging  slap  of  rain  upon 
the  windows,  and  pressed  Jack's  loneliness  deep  into 
the  soul  of  him. 

"  They'll  be  shutting  up  this  joint  for  the  winter  » 
he  told  himself  many  times  that  night,  half  hopefully 
half  regretfully.     "They  won't  pay  a  man  to  watch 
forests  that  are  soaking  wet.     I  guess  my  job's  done 
here. 

The  next  morning  a  thin  white  blanket  of  snow  fresh 
sifted  from  the  clouds  lay  all  over  the  summit  and 
far  down  the  sides.     Beyond  its  edges  the  rain  beat 
steadily  upon  the  matted  leaves  and  branches.     Surely 
his  job  was  ended  with  that  storm,  Jack  kept  teUing 
himself,   while  he  stared  out  at  his  drenched  world 
capped  with  white.    It  was  the  nearest  he  had  ever 
been  to  snow,  except  once  or  twice  when  he  had  gone 
frolicking  up  Mount  Wilson  with  snowballing  parties 
He  scooped  up  handfuls  of  it  with  a  dreary  kind  of 
gleefulness- dreary  because  he  must  be  gleeful  alone 
-he  made  tracks  all  around  just  for  the  novelty  of 
It;  he  snowballed  the  rocks.    He  would  soon  go  into 
a  different  kind  of  exile,  without  rules  and  regulations 
to  hamper  his  movements;  without  seventy-five  doUars 
a  month  salary,  too,  by  the  way  I     But  he  would  have 
the  freedom  of  the  mountains.     He  would  be  snug  and 
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safe  in  his  cave  over  there,  and  Marion  would  climb 
up  to  meet  him  every  day  or  so  and  bring  him  maga- 
zines and  news  of  the  outside  world.  And  he  would 
fill  in  the  time  hunting,  and  maybe  do  a  little  prospect- 
ing, as  he  had  vaguely  hinted  to  the  man  who  brought 
his  supplies.     It  would  not  be  so  bad. 

But  his  job  did  not  end  with  that  storm.  The 
storm  passed  after  a  few  days  of  dretTy  drizzle  in  the 
lower  country  and  howling  winds  over  the  crest  and  a 
few  hours  of  daytime  snowfall  that  interested  Jack 
hugely  because  he  had  never  in  his  life  before  seen 
sno'  actually  falling  out  of  the  sky.  Then  the  sun  came 
out  and  dried  the  forests,  and  Supervisor  Ross  said  noth- 
ing whatever  about  closing  the  lookout  station  for  the 
winter. 

A  week  of  beautiful  weather  brought  other  beautiful 
weeks.  He  had  another  four  days'  relief  and,  warned 
by  the  storm,  he  spent  the  time  in  laboriously  carry- 
ing dead  pine  wood  and  spruce  bark  up  to  his  cave. 
It  wouldn't  do  any  harm  to  have  a  lot  of  wood  stored 
away.  It  might  get  pretty  cold,  some  stormy  days. 
Already  the  nights  were  pretty  nippy,  even  to  a  warm 
blooded  young  fellow  who  had  never  in  his  life  really 
suflFered  from  cold.  Some  instinct  of  self-preservation 
impelled  him  to  phone  in  for  a  canvas  bed  sheet  — 
a  "  tarp,"  he  had  heard  Hank  Brown  call  it  —  and  two 
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pairs  of  the  heaviest  blankets  to  be  had  in  Quincy 
You  bet  a  fellow  ought  to  be  prepared  for  the  worst 
when  he  is  planning  to  winter  in  a  eave!  Especially 
when  he  must  do  his  preparing  now,  or  tough  it  out  till 
spring. 

With  his  mirror  he  heliographed  a  signal  to  Marion, 
and  when  she  came  he  said  he  must  have  more  ciga- 
rettes, because  he  might  smoke  harder  when  he  was 
really  settled  down  to  roughing  it.  What  he  should 
have  ordered  was  more  bacon  and  flour,  but  he  did  not 
know  that,  his  mind  dwelling  upon  the  luxuries  of  life 
rather  an  the  necessities  -  he  who  had  never  met 
real  necessity  face  to  face. 

"  ril  send  the  order  right  away,"  Marion  obligingly 
promised  him.     ''But  Kate  will  be  simply  furious  if 
she  sees  the  package.     The  last  lot  I  made  her  believe 
was  candy  that  was  sent  me,  and  because  I  didn't  offer 
her  any  of  it -I  couldn't,   of  course -she  would 
hardly  talk  for  a  whole  day,  and  she  hinted  about  self- 
ishness.    She  thinks  I  carry  my  pockets  full  of  candy 
when  I  start  off  hiking  through  the  woods,  and  eat  it 
all  by  myself."     She  laughed  because  it  seemed  a  good 
joke  on  Kate. 

The  next  time  she  climbed  up  to  the  station  she 
fomid  him  boarding  up  the  windows  and  hanging  cer- 
tain things  from  the  ceiling  to  keep  them  awav  from 
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rats,  under  the  telephone  directions  of  the  supervisor. 
He  expected  Hank's  successor  up  that  afternoon  to 
move  down  what  must  be  taken  to  town  for  the  winter. 
He  did  not  seem  so  cheerful  over  the  near  prospect  of 
hiding  out  on  King  Solomon,  and  Marion  herself 
seemed  depressed  a  bit  and  more  silent  than  usual. 
The  wind  whistled  keenly  over  the  peak,  whipping  her 
khaki  skirt  around  her  ankles  and  searching  out  the 
open  places  in  her  sweater.  Claremont  and  the  piled 
ridges  beyond  were  hooded  in  clouds  that  seemed 
heavy  with  moisture,  quite  unlike  the  woolly  fleeces  of 
fair  weather. 

"  Well,  she's  all  nailed  down  for  the  winter,"  Jack 
said  apathetically  when  the  last  board  was  in  place. 
"  She's  been  a  queer  old  summer,  but  I  kind  of  hate  to 
leave  the  old  peak,  at  that." 

They  turned  their  heads  involuntarily  and  stared 
across  the  fire-scarred  mountainside  to  where  Taylor 
Eock  thrust  bleakly  up  into  the  sky.  A  summer  un- 
marked by  incidents  worthy  the  name  of  events,  spent 
on  one  mountain  top;  a  winter  that  promised  as  little 
diversion  upon  another  mountain  top  — 

"  Say,  a  ride  on  a  real  live  street  car  would  look  as 
big  to  me  right  now  as  a  three-ring  circus,"  Jack 
summed  up  his  world-hunger  with  a  shrug.  "  By  the 
time  I've  wintered  ov«r  there  I'll  be  running  round  in 
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circles  trying  to  catch  my  shadow,    riumb  bugs,  that's 
what  I'll  be;  and  don't  I  know  it!  " 

"  You'll  love  it,"  Marion  predicted  with  elaborate 
cheerfulness.  -  I  only  wish  I  could  change  places  with 
you.  Think  of  me,  shut  up  in  a  dark  little  three-room 
cabin  with  one  elocutionist,  one  chronic  grouch  and  one 
human  bluebottle  fly  that  does  nothing  but  buzz! 
You're  a  lucky  kid  to  have  a  whole  mountain  all  to 
yourself.     Think  of  me !  " 

"Oh,  I'll  think  of  you,  all  right!"  Jack  returned 
gh. .  ly  and  turned  back  to  the  denuded  little  station. 
"  Til  think  of  you,"  he  repeated  under  his  breath,  feel- 
ing savagely  for  the  top  button  of  his  thick  gray 
sweater.     "  Don't  I  know  it  I  " 
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MIKS   GOES    SPYING   ON    THE   SPIES 

MIKE  sat  hunched  forward  on  a  box  in  front  of 
the  stove  in  the  rough  little  cabin  where  he  and 
Murphy  were  facing  together  the  winter  in  Toll-Gate 
flat.  For  an  hour  he  had  stared  at  the  broken  cook 
stove  where  a  crack  disclosed  the  blaze  within.  He 
chewed  steadily  and  abstractedly  upon  a  lump  of  tar- 
weed,  and  now  and  then  he  unclasped  his  hands  and 
gave  his  left  forefinger  a  jerk  that  made  the  knuckle 
crack.  Tar- weed  a  ad  knuckle-cracking  were  two  queer 
little  habits  much  affected  by  Mike.  The  weed  he 
chewed  in  the  belief  that  it  not  only  kept  his  physical 
body  in  perfect  health,  but  purified  his  soul  as  well; 
cracking  the  knuckles  on  his  left  forefinger  cleared  the 
muddle  of  his  mind  when  he  wanted  to  go  deep  into  a 
subject  that  baffled  him. 

Hunched  forward  on  another  box  sat  Murphy  nur- 
sing his  elbow  with  one  grimy  palm  and  his  pipe  with 
the  other.  He  would  glance  at  Mike  now  and  then 
and  with  a  sour  grin  lifting  the  scraggly  ends  of  his 
grizzled  mustache.     Murphy  was  resentfully  contemp- 
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tuous  of  Mike's  long  silences,  but  he  was  even  more  con- 
temptuous of  Mike's  gobbling  indistinct  speech,  so  he 
let  Mike  alone  and  comforted  himself  with  grinning 
superciliously  when  Mike  was  silent,  and  snserinor  at 
him  openly  when  he  spoke,  and  cursing  his  cooking 
when  Mike  cooked. 

*'That  gurrl,"  Mike  blurted  abruptly  while  he 
cracked  his  knuckles,  "she'd  better  look  out!  " 

"A-ah,"  retorted  Murphy  scornfully,  "belike  ye'd 
better  tell  her  so  thin.  Or  belike  ye  better  set  yerself 
t'  look  out  fer  the  gurrl  —  I  dunno." 

"  Oh,  I'll  look  out  fer  her,"  Mike  gobbled,  nodding 
his  head  mysteriously.  "  I  bin  lookin'  out  fer  her  all 
the  time  — but  she  ain't  as  cute  as  what  she  thinks 
she  is.  Oh,  maybe  she's  cute,  but  there's  them  that's 
cuter,  an'  they  don't  live  over  in  Europe,  neither. 
Don't  you  worry  — " 

"  Which  I'm  not  doin'  at  all,  me  fine  duck,"  vouch- 
safed Murphy  boredly,  crowding  down  the  tobacco  in 
his  pipe.  "  An'  it's  you  that's  doin'  the  worryin',  and 
fer  why  I  dunno." 

"Oh,  I  ain't  worryin'— but  that  gurrl,  she  better 
look  out,  an'  the  old  un  she  better  look  out  too." 

"  An'  fer  what,  then,  Mike,  should  the  gurrl  be  look- 
in'  out  ?     Fer  a  husband,  maybe  yer  thinkin'." 

Mike  nodded  his  head  in  a  way  that  did  not  mean 
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assent,  but  merely  that  he  was  not  telling  all  his 
thoughts.  He  fell  silent,  staring  again  at  the  glowing 
crack  in  the  stove.  Twice  he  snapped  his  knuckles  be- 
fore he  spoke  again. 

"  She  thinks,"  he  began  again  abruptly,  "  that  every- 
body's blind.  But  that's  where  she  makes  a  big  mis- 
take. They's  nothin'  the  matter  with  viy  eyes.  XxC  that 
old  un,  she  better  look  out  too.  Why,  the  gurrl,  she  goes 
spyin'  around  t'  meet  the  other  spy,  an'  the  old  un 
she  goes  spyin'  around  after  the  gurrl,  an'  me  I'm 
spyin'  on  —  all  of  'em !  "  He  waved  a  dirt  grimed, 
calloused  hand  awkwardly.  "  The  whole  bunch,"  he 
chortled.  "  They  can't  fool  me  with  their  spyin' 
around!  An'  the  gov'ment  can't  fool  me  nayther. 
I  know  who's  the  spies  up  here,  an'  I  kin  fool 
'em  all.  Why,  it's  like  back  in  Minnesota  one 
time  — " 

Murphy,  having  listened  attentively  thus  far,  settled 
back  against  the  wall,  swung  a  rough-shod  foot  and  be- 
gan nursing  his  pipe  and  elbow  again.  "  A-ah,  an'  it's 
the  trail  to  Minnesota,  then,"  he  commented  disgust- 
edly, nodding  his  head  derisively.  "Umm-hmm  — 
it's  back  in  Minnesota  ye're  wanderin'  befuddled  with 
yer  sphies.  So  I'ave  Minnesota  wance  more,  Mike,  an' 
put  some  beans  a-soakin'  like  I  explained  t'  ye  forty- 
wan  times  a're'dy.    My  gorry,  they're  like  bullets  the 
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way  ye  bile  them  fer  an  hour  and  ask  that  I  eat  thim. 
An'  since  yer  eyes  is  so  foine  and  keen,  Mike,  that  ye 
can  see  sphies  thick  as  rabbits  in  the  woods,  wud  ye 
just  pick  out  a  few  of  the  rocks,  Mike,  that  will  not 
come  soft  with  all  the  b'ilin'  ye  can  give  thim  ?  For  if 
I  come  down  wance  more  with  me  teeth  on  a  rock,  it's 
likely  I  might  lose  me  temper,  I  dunno." 

Mike  grumbled  and  got  out  the  beans,  and  Murphy 
went  back  to  his  smoking  and  his  meditations.     He 
made  so  little  of  Mike's  outburst  about  the  spies  that 
he  did  not  trouble  to  connect  it  with  any  one  in  the 
basin.     Mike  was  always  talking  what  Murphy  called 
fool  gibberish,  that  no  man  of  sense  would  listen  to 
it  if  he  could  help  it.     So  Murphy  fell  to  calculating 
how  much  of  the  money  he  had  earned  might  justly 
be  spent  upon  a  few  days'  spree  without  endangering  the 
grubstake  he  planned  to  take  into  the  farther  moun- 
tains in  the  spring.     Murphy  had  been  sober  now  for 
a  couple  of  months,  and  he  was  beginning  to  thirst 
for  the  liquid  joys  of  Quincy.     Presently  he  nodded 
his  head  slowly,  having  come  to  a  definite  conclusion  in 
his  argument  with  himself. 

"  I  think  I'll  be  goin'  t'  town  in  the  marnin',  Mike, 
av  I  kin  git  a  little  money  from  the  boss,"  he  said, 
lookin'  up.  "It's  comin'  cold,  an'  more  shnow,  I'm 
thinkin',  an'  I  must  have  shoepacs,  I  dunno.     So  we'll 
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be  up  early  in  the  maniin',  an'  it'a  a  hefty  two-hours 
walk  t'  town  fer  anny  man  —  more  now  with  the  shnow. 
An'  I  be  thinkin'— " 

What  he  was  thinking  he  did  not  say,  and  Mike  did 
not  ask.  He  seemed  not  to  hear  Murphy's  declaration 
at  all.  2^ow  that  he  had  the  beans  soaking,  Mike  was 
absorbed  in  his  own  thoughts  again.  lie  dio  not  care 
what  Murphy  did.  Murphy,  in  Mike's  estimation,  was 
merely  a  conceited  old  fellow-countrjTnan  with  bad  eyes 
and  a  sharp  tongue.  Let  Murphy  go  to  town  if  he 
liked.     Mike  had  plans  of  his  own. 

The  old  un,  for  instance,  stirred  Mike's  curiosity  a 
good  deal.  Why  should  she  be  following  the  girl,  when 
the  girl  went  tran  ing  around  in  the  woods?  They 
lived  in  the  same  cabin,  and  it  seemed  to  Mike  that 
she  must  know  all  about  what  the  girl  was  doing  and 
why  she  was  doing  it.  And  why  didn't  the  men  go 
tramping  around  like  that,  since  they  were  all  in  to- 
gether? Mike  decided  that  the  two  women  must  be 
spies,  and  the  men  didn't  know  anything  about  it. 
Probably  they  were  spying  on  the  men,  to  get  them  in 
trouble  v/ith  the  government  —  which  to  Mike  was  a 
vast,  formless  power  only  a  little  less  than  the  Al- 
mighty. It  might  be  that  the  women  were  spies  for 
some  other  government,  and  meant  to  have  the  men 
Hanged  when  the  time  was  ripe  for  it;  in  other  words, 
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when  these  queer  mines  with  no  gold  in  them  were  all 
done. 

But  a  spy  spying  on  a  spy  smacked  of  complications 
too  deep  for  Mike,  with  all  his  kuucklo^rackiug.  He 
was  lost  in  a  maze  of  conflicting  conjet^tures  whenever 
he  tried  to  figure  the  thing  out.  And  who  was  the 
other  spy  that  stayed  up  on  Taylor  Rock  ?  There  was 
smoke  up  there  where  should  be  no  smoke.  Mike  had 
seen  it.  There  \^•ere  little  flashes  of  light  up  there  on 
sunuy  days  — Mike  had  seen  them  also.  And  thero 
was  nothing  in  the  nature  of  Taylor  Eock  itself  to 
produce  either  smoke  or  flashes  of  light  No  one  but 
a  spy  would  stay  in  so  bleak  a  place.  That  was  clear 
enough  to  Mike  by  this  time ;  what  he  must  find  out  was 
why  one  spy  followed  another  spy. 

The  very  next  day  Marion  left  the  cabin  and  set 
forth  with  a  square  package  under  her  arm.  Mike, 
watching  from  where  he  was  at  work  getting  out  tim- 
bers for  next  year's  assessment  work  on  the  claims, 
waited  until  she  had  passed  him  at  a  short  distance, 
going  down  the  trail  toward  Quincy.  When  she  had 
reached  the  line  of  timber  that  stood  thick  upon  the 
slope  opposite  the  basin,  he  saw  Kate,  bulky  in  sweater 
and  coat,  come  from  the  cabin  and  take  the  trail  after 
Marion.  When  she  also  had  disappeared  in  the  first 
wooded  curve  of  the  trail,  up  the  hill,  Mike  struck  his 
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axe  bit-deep  into  the  green  log  he  was  clearing  of 
branches,  and  shambled  after  her,  going  by  a  short  cut 
that  brought  him  into  the  trail  within  calling  distance 

of  Kate. 

For  half  a  mile  the  road  climbed  through  deep  for- 
est. Marion  walked  steadily  along,  taking  no  pains 
to  hide  her  tracks  in  the  snow  that  lay  there  white  as 
the  day  on  which  it  had  fallen.  Bluejayn  screamed  at 
her  as  she  passed,  but  there  was  no  other  sound.  Even 
the  uneasy  wind  was  quiet  that  day,  and  the  faint 
scrunching  of  Marion's  feet  in  the  frozen  snow  when 
she  doubled  back  on  a  curve  in  the  trail,  came  to  Kate's 
cars  quite  plainly. 

At  the  top  of  the  hill  where  the  wind  had  lifted  the 
snow  into  drifts  that  left  bare  ground  between,  Marion 
stopped  and  listened,  her  head  turned  so  that  she  coulJ 
watch  the  winding  trail  behind  her.  She  thought  she 
heard  the  scrunch  of  Kate's  feet  down  there,  but  she 
was  not  sure.  She  looked  at  the  scioibby  manzanita 
bushes  at  her  right,  chose  her  route  and  stepped  widely 
to  one  side,  where  a  bare  spot  showed  between  two 
bushes.  Her  left  foot  scraped  the  snow  in  making  Lhe 
awkward  step,  but  she  counted  on  Kate  being  unob- 
serving  enough  to  pass  it  over.  She  ducked  behind  a 
chunky  young  cedar,  waited  there  for  a  breath  or  two 
and  then  ran  down  the  steep  hillside,  keeping  always 
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on  the  bare  ground  a»  much  afl  pogaiblc.  Lower  down, 
whore  the  sun  wag  shut  away  and  the  vind  was  gent 
whistling  overhead  to  the  next  hilltop,  the  gnow  lay 
knee  deep  and  even.  But  Kate  would  never  come  this 
fur  off  the  trail,  Marion  was  sure.  She  believed  that 
Kate  su8|)ected  her  of  walking  down  to  the  valley,  per- 
haps even  to  town,  though  the  distance  was  too  great 
for  a  casual  hike  of  three  hourt*  or  so.  Btit  there  was 
the  depot,  not  quite  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain ;  and 
at  the  station  was  the  agent's  wife,  who  was  a  friendly 
littlo  person.  Marion  hud  made  it  u  point  to  mention 
the  agent's  wife  in  an  intimate,  personal  way,  as  though 
she  were  in  the  habit  of  visiting  there.  Mrs.  Morton 
had  an  awful  time  getting  her  clothes  dry  without  hav- 
ing them  all  smudged  up  with  engine  smoke,  she  had 
iir.id  after  her  last  trip.  Then  she  had  stopped  abruptly 
as  though  the  remark  had  slipped  out  unaware.  It  was 
easy  enough  to  fool  poor  Kate. 

But  there  was  a  chance  that  poor  Kate  would  walk 
clear  down  to  the  station,  and  find  no  Marion.  In 
that  case,  Marion  decided  to  invent  a  visit  to  one  of 
the  nearest  ranches.  That  would  be  easy  enough,  for 
if  Marion  did  not  know  any  of  the  ranchers,  neither  did 
Kate,  and  she  would  scarcely  go  so  far  as  to  inquire 
at  all  the  ranches.  That  would  be  too  ridiculous ;  be- 
sides, Kate  was  not  likely  to  punish  hersf^lf  by  raak- 
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ing  the  trip  just  for  the  sake  of  satisfying  her  curi- 
osity. 

Marion  plunged  on  down  the  hill,  hurrying  because 
she  was  later  than  she  had  intended  to  be,  and  it  was 
cold  for  a  person  standing  around  in  the  snow.  She 
crossed  the  deep  gulch  and  climbed  laboriously  up  the 
other  side,  over  hidden  shale  rock  and  through  clumps 
of  bushes  that  snatched  at  her  clothing  like  a  witch's 
bony  fingers.  She  had  no  more  than  reached  the  top 
when  Jack  stepped  out  from  behind  a  pine  tree  as  wide 
of  girth  as  a  hogshead.  Marion  gave  a  little  scream, 
and  then  laughed.     After  that  she  frowned  at  him. 

*'  Say,  you  mustn't  come  down  so  far !  "  she  expostu- 
lated. "  You  know  it  isn't  a  bit  safe  —  I've  told  you 
so  a  dozen  times,  and  every  time  I  come  out,  here  I 
find  you  a  mile  or  so  nearer  to  camp.  Why,  yesterday 
there  were  two  men  up  here  hunting.  I  saw  them,  and 
so  did  Doug.  They  gave  Doug  the  liver  of  the  deer 
they  killed  and  the  heart  —  so  he  wouldn't  tell  on  them, 
I  suppose.     What  if  they  had  seen  you  ?  " 

"One  of  them  was  Hank  Brown,"  Jack  informed 
her  unemotionally.  "  I  met  him  close  as  I  am  to  you, 
and  he  swung  off  and  went  the  other  way.  Last  time  we 
met  I  licked  the  daylights  out  of  him,  and  I  guess  he 
hasn't  forgotten  the  feel  of  my  knuckles.  Anyway,  he 
stampeded." 
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"Well,     forevermore!"     Marion     was     indignant. 
"  What's  the  use  of  your  hiding  o.,    ;.,  <,  cave,  for  good- 
ness' sake,  if  you're  going  to  -31  people  se.  you  when- 
ever they  come  up  this  way  ?       at  for  tha"  I've  a  good 
mind  not  to  give  you  these  cigarettes.     1  could  almost 
smoke  them  myself,  anyway.     Kate  thinks  that  I  do. 
She  found  out  that  it  wasn't  candy,  the  last  time,  so 
I  had  to  pretend  I  have  a  secret  craving  for  cigarettes, 
and  I  smoked  one  right  before  her  to  prove  it.     We  had 
quite  a  fuss  over  it,  and  I  told  her  id  smoke  them  in 
the  woods  to  save  her  feelings,  but  that  1  just  simply 
must  have  them.     She  thinks  now  that   the  Martha 
Washington  is  an  awful  place;  that's  where  she  thinks 
I  learned.     She  cried  about  it,  and  that  made  me  feel 
like  a  criminal,  only  I  was  so  sick  I  didn't  care  at 
the  time.     Take  them  — and  please   don't  smoke  so 
much,  Jack!     It's  simply  awful,  the  amount  you  use." 
"  All  right.     I'll  cut  out  the  smoking  and  go  plumb 
crazy."     To  prove  his  absolute  sincerity,  he  tore  open 
the  package,  extracted  a  cigarette  and  began  to  smoke 
it  with  a  gloomy  relish.     ''  Didn't  bring  anything  to 
read,  I  suppose?"  he  queried  after  a  minute  which 
Marion  spent  in  getting  her  breath  and  in  gazing  drear- 
ily out  over  the  wintry  mountainside. 

"  No,  Kate  was  watching  me,  and  I  couldn't.     I  pre- 
tended at  first  that  I  was  lending  magazines  and  papers 
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to  Murphy  and  Mike,  but  she  has  found  out  that  Mur- 
phy's eyes  are  too  bad,  and  Mike,  the  ignorant  old 
lunatic,  can't  read  or  write.  I  haven't  squared  that 
with  her  yet.  I've  been  thinking  that  I'd  invent  a 
ranch  or  something  to  visit.  Murphy  says  there's  one 
on  Taylor  Creek,  but  the  people  have  gone  down  below 
for  the  winter;  and  it's  close  enough  so  Kate  could 
walk  over  and  find  out  for  herself." 

She  began  to  pull  bits  of  bark  off  the  tree  trunk  and 
throw  them  aimlessly  at  a  snow-mounded  rock.  "  It's 
fierce,  living  in  a  little  pen  of  a  place  like  that,  where 
you  can't  make  a  move  without  somebody  wanting  to 
know  why,"  she  burst  out  savagely.  "  I  can't  write  a 
letter  or  read  a  book  or  put  an  extra  pin  in  my  hat, 
but  Kate  knows  all  about  it.  She  thinks  I'm  an  awful 
liar.  And  I'm  beginning  to  actually  hate  her.  And 
she  was  the  very  best  friend  I  had  in  the  world  when 
we  came  up  here.  Five  thousand  dollars'  worth  of  tim- 
ber can't  pay  for  what  we're  going  through,  down 
there!" 

"  You  cut  it  out,"  said  Jack,  reaching  for  another 
cigarette.  "  My  part  of  it,  I  mean.  It's  that  that's 
raising  the  deuce  with  you  two,  so  you  just  cut  me  out 
of  it.  I'll  make  out  all  right."  As  an  afterthought  he 
added  indifferently,  "  I  killed  a  bear  the  other  day.  I 
was  going  to  bring  you  down  a  chunk     It  isn't  half 
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bad;  change  from  deer  meat  and  rabbits  and  grouse, 
anyway." 

Marion  shook  her  head.  **  There  it  is  again.  I 
couldn't  take  it  home  without  lying  about  where  I  got 
it.  And  Kate  would  catch  me  up  on  it  —  she  takes 
a  perfectly  fiendish  delight  in  cornering  me  ir  a  lie, 
lately."  She  brightened  a  little.  "  I'll  tell  you,  Jack. 
We'll  go  up  to  the  cave  and  cook  some  there.  Kate 
can't,"  she  told  him  grimly,  "  tell  what  I've  been  eat- 
ing, thank  goodness,  once  it's  swallowed !  " 

"  It's  too  hard  hiking  up  there  through  the  snow," 
Jack  hastily  objected.  "Better  not  tackle  it.  Tell 
you  what  I  can  do  though.  I'll  whittle  off  a  couple  of 
steaks  and  bring  them  down  tomorrow,  and  we'll  hunt 
a  safe  place  to  cook  them  TIave  a  barbecue,"  he 
grinned  somberly. 

"  Oh,  all  right  —  if  I  can  give  Kate  the  slip.  Did 
you  skin  him  ? "  reverting  with  some  animation  to  the 
slaying  of  the  bear.     "  It  must  have  been  keen." 

"  It  was  keen  —  till  I  got  the  hide  off  the  bear  and 
onto  my  bed." 

"  You  don't  sound  as  if  it  was  a  bit  thrilling."     She 

looked  at  him  dubiously.     "  How  did  it  happen  ?    You 

act  as  if  you  had  killed  a  chipmunk,  and  I  want  to  be 

excited !     Did  the  bear  come  at  you  ?  " 

"Nothing  like  that.     I  came  at  the  bear.     I  just 
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hunted  around  till  I  found  a  bear  that  had  gone  bye- 
low,  and  I  killed  him  and  borrowed  his  hide.  It  wa  j 
a  mean  trick  on  him  —  but  I  was  cold." 

"  Oh,  with  all  those  blankets  ?  " 

Jack  grinned  with  a  sour  kind  of  amusement  at  her 
tone,  but  his  reply  was  an  oblique  answer  to  her  ques- 
tion. 

"  Bemember  that  nice  air-hole  in  the  top  where  the 
wind  whistled  in  and  made  a  kind  of  tune?  You 
ought  to  spend  a  night  up  there  now  listening  to  it." 

Marion  threw  a  piece  of  bark  spitefully  at  a  stump 
beyond  the  snow  mound.  "  But  you  have  a  fire,"  she 
said  argumentatively.  "And  you  have  all  kinds  of 
reading,  and  plenty  to  eat." 

"Am  I  kicking?" 

"  Well,  you  'sound  as  if  you'd  like  to.  You  sim- 
ply don't  know  how  lucky  you  are.  You  ought  to  be 
shut  up  in  that  little  cabin  with  Kate  and  the  pro- 
fessor." 

"  Lead  me  to  'em,"  Jack  suggested  with  suspicious 
cheerfulness. 

"  Don't  be  silly.  Are  there  lots  of  bears  up  there, 
Jack  ?  '^ 

"  Maybe,  but  I  haven't  happened  to  see  any,  except 
two  or  three  that  ran  into  the  brush  soon  as  they  got 
a  whiff  of  me.     And  this  one  I  hunted  out  of  a  hole 
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under  a  big  tree  root.     It's  a  lie  about  them  wintering 
in  caves.     They'd  freeze  to  death." 

"You  — you  aren't  really  uncomfortable,  are  you, 
Jack  ? " 

"  Oh,  no."  Jack  gave  the  "  no  "  what  Kate  would 
have  called  a  sliding  inflection  deeply  surcharged  with 
irony. 

"  Well,  but  why  don't  you  keep  the  fire  going  ?  The 
smoke  doesn't  show  at  all,  scarcely.  And  if  you're  go- 
ing to  tramp  all  over  the  mountains  and  let  everybody 
see  you,  it  doesn't  matter  a  bit." 

Jack  lit  his  third  cigarette.  «  What's  going  on  in 
the  world,  anyway  ?    Any  news  from  —  down  South  ?  " 

"  Well,  the  papers  don't  say  much.  There's  been  an 
awful  storm  that  simply  ruined  the  beaches,  they  say. 
Fred  has  gone  down  —  something  about  your  case,  I 
think.  And  then  he  wanted  to  see  the  men  who  are 
in  on  this  timber  scheme.  They  aren't  coming  through 
with  the  assessment  money  the  way  they  promised,  and 
Fred  and  Doug  and  Kate  had  to  dig  up  more  than  their 
share  to  pay  for  the  work.  I  didn't  because  I  didn't 
have  anything  to  give  — and  Zate  has  been  hinting 
things  about  that,  too." 

"  I  wish  you'd  take  — " 

"N^ov/,  don't  you  dare  finish  that  sentence!    When 
I  came  up  here  with  them  they  agreed  to  do  my  assess- 
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ment  work  and  take  it  out  of  the  money  we  get  when 
we  sell,  and  they're  to  get  interest  on  all  of  it.  Kate 
proposed  it  herself,  because  she  wanted  me  up  here 
with  her.  Let  them  keep  the  agreement.  Fred  isn't 
complaining  —  Fred's  just  dandy  about  everything. 
It's  only  — " 

"Well,  I  guess  I'll  be  getting  back.  It's  a  tough 
climb  up  to  my  hangout."  Jack's  interest  in  the  con- 
versation waned  abruptly  with  the  mention  of  Fred. 
"  Can't  you  signal  about  ten  o'clock  tomorrow,  if  you're 
coming  out  ?     Then  I'll  bring  down  some  bear  meat." 

"  Oh,  and  I'll  bring  some  cake  and  bread,  if  I  can 
dodge  Kate.  I'll  put  up  a  lunch  as  if  it  were  for  me. 
Kate  had  good  luck  with  her  bread  this  time.  I'll 
bring  all  I  dare.  And,  Jack,— you  aren't  really  un- 
comfortable up  there,  are  you  ?  Of  course,  I  know  it 
gets  pretty  cold,  and  maybe  it's  lonesome  sometimes  at 
night,  but  —  you  stayed  alone  all  sununer,  so  — " 

"Oh,  I'm  all  right.  Don't  you  worry  a  minute 
about  me.  Run  along  home  now,,  before  you  make  Kate 
sore  at  you  again.  And  don't  forget  to  let  me  know 
if  you're  coming.  I'll  meet  you  right  about  here.  So 
long,  pardner."  He  stuffed  the  package  of  cigarettes 
into  his  coat  pocket  and  plunged  into  the  balsam  thicket 
behind  him  as  though  he  was  eager  to  get  away  from  her 
presence. 
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Marion  felt  it,  and  looked  after  him  with  hurt  ques- 
tioning in  her  eyes.  "  He's  got  his  cigarettes  —  that's 
all  he  cares  about,"  she  told  herself  resentfully.  *'  Well, 
if  he  thinks  /  care  —  1 " 

She  went  slipping  and  stumbling  down  the  steep  wall 
of  the  gulch,  crossed  it  and  climbed  the  other  side  and 
came  upon  Kate,  sitting  in  the  snow  and  holding  her 
right  pnkle  in  both  hands  and  moaning  pitiably. 
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PENITENCE,    REAL   AND    UNREAL 

KATE  rocked  back  and  forth,  and  tears  of  pain 
rolled  down  her  cheeks.  She  leaned  her  shoul- 
der against  a  tree  and  moaned,  with  her  eyes  shut.  It 
frightened  Marion  to  look  at  her.  She  went  up  and 
put  her  hand  on  Kate's  shoulder  with  more  real  tender- 
ness than  she  had  felt  for  months. 

"  What's  the  matter,  Kate  ?    Did  you  hurt  yourself  ? 
Is  it  your  ankle  ?  "  she  asked  insipidly. 

"0-ohI  Marion,  you  keep  me  nearly  distracted! 
You  must  know  I  only  want  to  guard  you  against  — 
oh  —  gossip  and  trouble.  You  seem  to  look  upon  me 
as  an  enemy,  lately  —  Oh  I  —  And  I  only  want  to  con- 
sider your  best  interests.  Who  is  that  man,  Marion  ? 
I  believe  he  is  a  criminal,  and  I'm  going  to  send  word 
to  the  sheriff.  If  he  isn't,  he  is  welcome  at  the  cabin 
—  you  know  it,  Marion.  You  —  you  hurt  me  so,  when 
you  meet  him  out  here  in  this  sly  way  —  just  as  if 
you  couldn't  trust  me.  And  I  have  always  been 
your  friend."  She  stopped  and  began  moaning 
again. 
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"Now,  don't  cry,  dear!  You're  simply  upset  and 
neA^us.  Let  me  help  you  up,  Kate.  Is  it  your 
ankle  ? " 

"  Oh,  it  pains  dreadfully  —  but  the  shock  of  seeing 
you  meet  that  strange  man  out  here  and  knowing  that 
you  will  not  trust  me  — " 

"Why,  forevermorel  I  do  trust  you,  Kate.  But 
you  have  been  so  different  —  you  don't  trust  me,  is  the 
trouble.  I'm  not  doing  anything  awful,  only  you  won't 
see  anything  but  the  wrong  side  of  everything  I  do. 
I'd  tell  you  about  the  man,  only  — "  Marion  glanced 
guiltily  across  at  the  place  where  Jack  had  disappeared, 
" —  it's  his  secret,  and  I  can't." 

Kate  wept  in  that  subdued,  heartbroken  way  which 
is  so  demoralizing  to  the  person  who  has  caused  the 
tears.  Like  a  hurt  child  she  rubbed  her  ankle  and  hud- 
dled there  in  the  snow. 

"We  never  used  to  have  scvrets,"  she  mourned  dis- 
mally. "  This  place  has  changed  you  so  —  oh,  I  am 
simply  too  miserable  to  care  for  anything  any  more. 
Go  on,  Marion  —  I'll  get  home  somehow.  I  shouldn't 
have  followed,  but  I  was  so  hurt  at  your  coldness  and 
your  lack  of  confidence !  And  I  was  sure  you  were  de- 
ceiving me.  I  simply  could  not  endure  the  suspense 
another  day.  You  —  you  don't  know  what  I  have  suf- 
fered!    Go  on  — you'll  get  cold  standing  here.     I'll 
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come -after  awhile.     But  I'd  as  soon  be  dead  as  go 
on  in  this  way.     Please  go  on !  " 

Kate  may  have  been  a  bit  hysterical;  at  any  rate, 
she  really  believed  herself  utterly  indifferent  to  h^r 
sprained  ankle  and  the  chance  of  freezing.  She  closed 
her  eyes  again  and  waved  Marion  away,  and  Marion 
immediately  held  her  closer  and  patted  her  shoulder 
and  kissed  her  remorsefully. 

w,  don't  cry,  dear  — you'll  have  me  crying  in 
a  minute.  Be  a  good  sport  and  see  if  you  can't  walk 
a  little.  I'll  help  you.  And  once  you're  back  by  the 
fire,  and  have  your  anl.;.  all  comfy,  and  a  cup  of  hot 
chocolate,  you'll  feel  hca^o  better.  Hang  tight  to  me, 
dear,  and  I'll  help  you  up." 

It  was  a  long  walk  for  a  freshly  sprained  ankle,  and 
the  whiteness  of  Kate's  face  stamped  deeper  into  Mar- 
ion's conscience  the  guilty  sense  of  being  to  blame  for 
it  all.     Sho  had  started  in  by  teasing  Kate  over  little 
things,  just  because  Kate  was  so  inquisitive  and  so 
lacking  in  any  sense  of  humor.     She  coujd  see  now  that 
she  had  antagonized  Kate  where  she  should  have  hu- 
mored her  little  whims.     It  wouldn't  have  done  any 
harm,  Marion  reflected  penitently,  to  have  confided  more 
in  Kate.     She  used  to  tell  her  everything,  and  Kate 
had  always  been  so  loyal  and  sympathetic. 

Penitence  of  that  sort  may  go  to  dangerous  lengths 
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of  confession  if  it  is  not  stopped  in  time.  Nothing 
checked  Marion's  excited  conscience.  The  ankle  which 
she  hared  and  t>athed  was  m  swollen  and  purple  that 
any  lurking  suspicion  of  the  reality  of  the  hj.rt  van- 
ished, and  Marion  cried  owr  it  with  sheer  pity  for  the 
rorture  of  that  long  walk.  Kate's  subdued  sadness  did 
the  rest. 

So  with  Kate,  lying  on  the  couch  near  the  fire  and 
with  two  steaming  cups  of  cLocolate  between  them  on 
an  up-ended  box  that  sturdily  did  its  duty  as  a  table, 
Marion  let  go  of  her  loyalty  to  one  that  she  miglit  make 
amends    to   another.     She   told    Kate   everything   she 
knew  about  Jack  Corey,  down  to  the  exact  number  of 
times  she  had  bought  cigarettes  and  purloined  maga- 
zines and  papers  for  him.     Wherefore  the  next  hour 
drew  the)         .er  to  their  old  intimacy  than  they  had 
been  since  first  they  came  into  the  mountains;  so  close 
an  intimacy  that  they  called  each  other  dearie  while 
they  argued  the  ethics  of  Jack's  case  and  the  wisdom 
—  or  foolishness  — of  Marion's  championship  of  the 
scapegoat. 

"  You  really  should  have  confided  in  me  long  ago  — 
at  the  very  first  inkling  you  had  of  his  identity,"  Kate 
reiterated,  sipping  her  chocolate  as  daintily  as  ever  she 
had  sipped  at  a  reception.  «  I  can  scarcely  forgive  that, 
dearie.     You  were  taking  a  tremendous  risk  of  being 
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maligned  and  migundorstood.     You  might  have  found 
yourself   terribly    involved.     You    are    so    impulsive, 
Alurion.     You  should  have  come  straight  to  me." 
*'  Well,  but  I  waa  afraid  — " 
"  Afraid  of  Kate  ?     Why,  dearie/  " 
That  i8  the  way  they  talkiHl,  until  they  heard  the 
l>role88or  scraping  the  snow  off  his  feet  on  the  edge 
of  the  flat  doorstep.     Kate  lay  back  then  on  her  piled 
pillows,   placed   a   finger  across   her  close.!   lips  and 
pulled  her  scanty  hair  braid  down  over  her  left  shoul- 
der.    She  shut  her  eyes  and  held  them  so  until  the 
professor  came  in,  when  she  opened  them  languidly. 

Marion  carried  away  the  chocolate  cups,  her  heart 
light.     She  would  not  have  believed  that  a  reconcilia- 
tion with  Kate  and  the  unburdening  of  her  secret  could 
work  such  a  change  in  her  feelings.     She  wished  fer- 
vently that  she  had  told  Kate  at  first.     Now  they  could 
have  Jack  down  at  the  cabin  sometimes,  when  the  men 
wert  both  away.     They  would  ccK)k  nice  little  dinners 
for  him,  and  she  could  lend  him  all  the  reading  matter 
he  wanted.     She  would  not  have  to  sneak  it  away  from 
the  cabin.     It  was  a  great  relief.     Marion  was  very 
happy  that  evening. 

Jack  was  not  so  happy.  He  was  climbing  slowly 
back  to  his  comfortless  camp,  wondering  whether  it  was 
worth  while  to  keep  up  the  struggle  for  sake  of  his 
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freedom.     Jail  could  not  be 
telling 


worse  than  this,  hu  kept 
himaelf.  At  least  there  would  be  other  human 
beings —  he  would  not  be  alone  day  after  day.  He 
would  be  warm  and  no  worse  off  for  food  than  here. 
Only  for  his  mother  and  the  shame  it  would  bring  her, 
he  would  gladly  make  the  exchange.  He  was  past  car- 
ing, past  the  horror  of  being  humiliated  l)efore  his  fel- 
lows. 

It  was  hard  work  climbing  to  the  cave,  but  that  was 
not  the  reason  why  he  had  not  wanted  Marion  to  make 
the  trip.  He  did  not  want  Marion  to  know  that  the  cave 
was  half  full  of  snow  that  had  blown  in  with  the  wind, 
and  that  he  was  compelled  to  dig  every  stick  of  firewood 
out  from  under  a  snowdrift.  Only  for  that  pile  of 
wood,  he  would  have  moved  his  camp  to  the  other  side 
of  the  peak  that  was  more  sheltered,  even  though  it  was 
hidden  from  the  mountain  side  and  the  lower  valleys 
he  had  learned  to  know  so  well. 

But  the  labor  of  moving  his  camp  weighed  heavily 
against  the  comfort  he  would  gain.  He  did  not  believe 
that  he  would  actually  freeze  here,  now  that  he  had  the 
bearskin;  stiff  and  unwieldy  though  it  was,  when  he 
spread  it  with  the  fur  next  to  his  blankets  it  was  warm 
—  especially  since  he  had  bent  the  edges  under  his 
bed  all  around  aid  let  the  hide  set  that  way. 

Marion  would  have  been  astonished  had  she  known 
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how  many  hours  out  of  every  twenty-four  Jack  spent 
under  the  strong-odlred  hide.  Jack  himself  was  aston- 
ished, whenever  he  came  out  of  his  general  apathy  long 
enough  to  wonder  how  he  endured  this  brutish  existence. 
But  he  had  to  save  wood,  and  he  had  to  save  food,  and 
he  had  to  kill  time  somehow.  So  he  crawled  into  his 
blankets  long  before  dark,  short  as  the  days  were,  and 
he  stayed  there  long  after  daylight.  That  is  why  he 
smoked  so  many  cigarettes,  and  craved  so  much  read- 
ing. 

lying  there  under  the  shelter  of  a  rock  shelf  that 
jutted  out  from  the  cave  wall,  he  would  watch  the 
whirling  snow  sift  down  through  the  opening  in  the 
cave's  roof  and  pack  deeper  the  drift  upon  that  side. 
Twice  he  had  moved  his  pile  of  supplies,  and  once  he 
had  moved  his  wood;  and  after  that  he  did  not  much 
care  whether  they  were  buried  or  not. 

Lying  there  with  only  his  face  and  one  hand  out  from 
under  the  covers  so  that  he  might  smoke,  Jack  had  time 
to  do  a  great  deal  of  thinking,  though  he  tried  not  to 
think,  since  thinking  seemed  so  profitless.  He  would 
watch  the  snow  and  listen  to  the  wind  whistling  in  the 
roof,  and  try  to  let  them  fill  his  mind.  Sometimes  he 
wondered  how  any  one  save  an  idiot  could  ever  have 
contemplated  passing  a  winter  apart  from  his  kind, 
in  a  cave  on  a  mountain-top.    Holed  up  with  the  bears, 
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he  reminded  himself  bitterly.  And  yet  he  had  planned 
it  eagerly  with  Marion  and  had  looked  forward  to  it 
as  an  adventure  —  a  lark  with  a  few  picturesque  hard- 
ships thrown  in  to  give  snap  to  the  thing.  Well,  he  had 
the  hardships,  all  right  enough,  and  the  snap,  but  he 
could  not  see  anything  picturesque  or  adventurous  about 
it. 

He  could  have  given  it  up,  of  course.     His  two  legs 
would  have  carried  him  down  to  the  valley  in  a  matter 
of  three  hours  or  so,  even  with  the  snow  hampering  his 
progress.     He  could,  for  instance,  leave  his  cave  in  the 
afternoon  of  any  day,  and  reach  Marston  in  plenty  of 
time  for  either  of  the  two  evening  trains.     He  could 
take  the  "  up  "  train,  whose  headlight  tempted  him  every 
evening  when  he  went  out  to    ...ch  for  it  wistfully,  and 
land  in  Salt  Lake  the  next  night;  or  he  could  take  the 
"  down  "  train  a  little  later,  and  be  in  San  Francisco 
the  next  morning.     Then,  it  would  be  strange  if  he  could 
not  find  a  boat  ready  to  leave  port  for  some  far-oflF, 
safe  place.     He  could  do  that  any  day.     He  had  money 
enough  in  his  pocket  to  carry  him  out  of  the  country  if 
he  were  willing  to  forego  the  luxuries  that  come  dear 
in  travel  — and  he  thought  he  could,  with  all  this 
practice ! 

He  played  with  the  idea.     He  pictured  himself  taking 
the  down  train,  and  the  next  day  shipping  out  of  San 
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Francisco  on  a  sailing  vessel  bound  for  Japan  or  Pan- 
ama or  Seattle  —  it  did  not  greatly  matter  which.    He 
would  have  to  make  sure  first  that  the  boat  was  not 
equipped  with  wireless,  so  he  supposed  he  must  choose 
a  small  sailing  vessel,  or  perhaps  a  tramp  steamer.     At 
other  times  he  pictured  himself  landing  in  Salt  Lake 
and  hiking  out  from  there  to  find  work  on  some  ranch. 
Who  would  ever  identify  him  there  as  Jack  Corey  ? 
He  dreamed  those  things  over  his  cigarettes,  smoked 
parsimoniously  through  a  cheap  holder  until  the  stub 
was  no  longer  than  one  of  Marion's  fingernails  that 
Jack  loved  to  look  at  because  they  were  always  so 
daintily  manicured.    He  dreamed,  but  he  could  not 
bring  himself  to  the  point  of  making  one  of  his  dreams 
come  true.    He  could  not,  because  of  Marion.    She 
had  helped  him  to  plan  this  retreat,  she  had  helped  him 
carry  some  of  the  lighter  supplies  up  to  the  cave,  she 
had  stood  by  him  like  the  game  little  pal  she  was.    He 
could  dream,  but  he  could  not  show  himself  ungrateful 
to  Marion  by  leaving  the  place.     Truth  to  tell,  when 
he  could  be  with  her  he  did  not  want  to  leave.    But  the 
times  when  he  could  be  with  her  were  so  dishearten- 
ingly  few  that  they  could  not  hold  his  courage  steady. 
She  upbraided  him  for  going  so  far  down  the  mountain 
to  meet  her  — what  would  she  have  said  if  she  knew 
that  once,  when  the  moon  was  full,  he  had  gone  down 
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to  the  very  walls  of  the  cabin  where  she  slept,  and  had 
stood  there  like  a  lonesome  ghost,  just  for  the  comfort 
her  nearness  gave  him  ?    Jack  did  not  tell  her  that  I 

Jack  did  not  tell  her  anything  at  aU  of  his  misery. 
He  felt  that  it  would  not  be  "  square  "  to  worry  Marion, 
who  was  doing  so  much  for  him  and  doing  it  with  such 
whole-souled  gladness,  to  serve  a  fellow  being  in  distress. 
Jack  did  not  flatter  himself  that  she  would  not  h«ve 
done  exactly  as  much  for  any  other  likable  fellow.    It 
was  an  adventure  that  helped  to  fill  her  empty  day.. 
He  understood  that  perfectly,  and  as  far  as  was  humanly 
possible  he  let  her  think  the  adventure  a  pleasant  one 
for  him.     He  could  not  always  control  his  tongue  and 
his  tones,  but  he  made  it  a  point  to  leave  her  as  soon 
as  he  saw  her  beginning  to  doubt  his  contentment  and 
well-being. 

He  would  not  even  let  Marion  see  that  thoughts  of 
his  mother  gnawed  at  him  like  a  physical  pain.     He 
tried  to  hold  to  his  old,  childish  resentment  against  her 
because 'she  never  spoke  of  his  dad  and  did  not  show 
any  affection  for  his  dad's  boy.     Once  she  had  sighed 
and  said,  «  I  never  will  forgive  you.  Jack,  for  not  being 
a  girl !  "  and  Jack  had  never  forgotten  that,  though  he 
did  forget  the  little  laugh  and  the  playful  push  she  had 
given  him  afterwards.     Such  remarks  had  been  always 
in  the  back  of  his  mind,  hardening  him  against  his 
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mother.  Now  they  turned  against  Jack  accusingly. 
Why  couldn't  he  have  been  a  girl?  She  would  have 
gotten  some  comfort  out  of  him  then,  instead  of  being 
always  afraid  that  he  would  do  something  awful.  She 
would  have  had  him  with  her  more,  and  they  would 
have  become  really  acquainted  instead  of  being  half 
strangers. 

He  would  stare  at  the  rock  walls  of  the  cave  and  re- 
member little  things  he  had  forgotten  in  his  roistering 
quest  of  fun.     He  remembered  a  certain  wistfulness  in 
her  eyes  •  hen  she  was  caught  unawares  with  her  gaze 
upon  him.     He  remembered  that  never  had  she  seemed 
to  grudge  him  money -and  as  for  clothes,  he  bought 
what  he  liked  and  never  thought  of  the  cost,  and  she  paid 
the  bills  and  never  seemed  to  think  them  too  large, 
though  Jack  was  ashamed  now  at  the  recollection  of 
some  of  them. 

Why,  only  the  week  before  his  world  had  come  to  an 
end,  he  had  said  at  dinner  one  evening  that  he  wished 
he  had  a  racing  car  of  a  certain  expensive  type,  and  his 
mother  had  done  no  more  than  lecture  him  mildly  on  the 
tendency  of  youth  toward  recklessness,  and  wonder 
afterwards  how  in  the  world  the  garage  was  going  to 
be  made  larger  without  altogether  destroying  its  sym- 
metry and  throwing  it  out  of  proportion  to  the  rest  of 
the  place.     It  would  make  the  yard  look  verv  cramped 
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she  complained,  and  she  should  be  compelled  to  have 
her  row  of  poinsettias  moved.  And  she  very  much 
doubted  whether  Jack  would  exercise  any  judgment  at 
all  about  speed.  Boys  were  so  wild  and  rough,  nowa- 
days! 

Well,  poor  mother!     She  had  not  been   compelled 
to  enlarge  the  garage;  but  Jack's  throat  ached  when  he 
thought  of  that  conversation.     What  kind  of  a  mother 
would  she  have  been,  he  wondered,  if  he  had  petted  her 
a  little  now  and  then  ?    He  had  an  odd  longing  to  give 
her  a  real  bear-hug  and  rumple  up  her  marcelled  pompa- 
dour and  kiss  her  — and  see  if  she  wouldn't  turn  out 
to  be  a  human-being  kind  of  a  mother,  after  all.     He 
looked  back  and  saw  what  a  selfish,  unfeeling  young  cub 
he  had  always  been;  how  he  had  always  taken,  and  had 
given  nothing  in  return  save  a  grudging  obedience  when 
he  must,  and  a  petty  kind  of  deception  when  he  might. 
"  Bless  her  heart,  she'd  have  got  me  that  racer  and 
never  batted  an  eye  over  the  price  of  it,"  he  groaned, 
and  turned  over  with  his  face  hidden  even  from  his 
bleak  cave.     '*  I  was  always  kicking  over  little  things 
that  don't  amount  to  a  whoop  — and  she  was  always 
handing  out  everything  I  asked  for  and  never  getting 
a    square   deal    in   her   life."     Then,    to   mark   more 
definitely  the  change  that  was  taking  place  ih  Jack's 
soul,  he  added  a  question  that  a  year  before  would  have 
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been  utterly  impossible.  "  How  do  I  know  that  dad 
ever  gave  her  a  square  deal,  either?  I  never  saw  dad 
since  I  was  a  kid.  She's  proud  as  the  deuce  — there 
must  be  some  reason  — " 

Once  full-formed  in  his  mind,  the  conviction  that  he 
had  been  a  poor  sort  of  a  son  to  a  mother  whose  life 
had  held  much  bitterness  grew  and  flourished.     He  had 
called  her  cold  and  selfish;  but  after  all,  her  life  was 
spent  mostly  in  doing  things  for  the  betterment  of 
others  —  as  she  interpreted  the  word.     Showy,  yes ;  but 
Jack  told  himself  now  that  she  certainly  got  away  with 
it  better  than  any  woman  he  knew.     And  when  it  came 
to  being  cold  and  selfish,  it  struck  Jack  forcibly  that 
he  had  been  pretty  much  that  way  himself;  that  he  had 
been  just  as  fuUy  occupied  in  playing  with  life  as  his 
mother  had  been  in  messing  around  trying  to  reform 
life.    When  he  came  to  think  of  it,  he  could  see  that  a 
woman  of  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey's  type  might  find  it 
rather  diflScult  to  manifest  tenderness  toward  i.  husky 
young  son  who  stood  off  from  her  the  way  Jack  had 
done.     Judgment  is,  after  all,  a  point  of  view,  and 
Jack's  viewpoint  was  undergoing  a  radical  change. 

That  very  change  added  much  to  his  misery,  because 
it  robbed  him  of  the  comfort  of  pitying  himself.  He 
could  do  nothing  now  but  pity  his  mother.  As  he  saw 
it  now,  the  crime  of  lying  to  her  about  that  Sunday's 
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frolic  loomed  blacker  than  the  passive  part  he  had  plryed 
in  the  tragedy  of  the  night  He  had  lied  to  her  and 
thought  it  a  joke.  He  had  taken  a  car  worth  more  than 
five  thousand  dollars  — more  than  his  young  hide  was 
worth,  he  told  himself  now  —  and  he  had  driven  it  reck- 
lessly in  the  pursuit  of  fun  that  nauseated  him  now  just 
to  remember.  Summing  up  that  last  display  of  ingrati- 
tude toward  the  mother  who  made  his  selfish  life  soft 
and  easy,  Jack  decided  that  he  had  given  her  a  pretty 
raw  deal  all  his  life,  and  the  rawest  of  all  on  the  tenth 
of  last  May. 

All  the  while  he  was  coaxing  his  fire  to  bum  in  the 
little  rock  fireplace  he  had  built  near  his  bed ;  all  the 
while  he  was  whittling  off  a  slice  of  frozen  bear  meat 
and  broiling  it  over  the  fire  for  his  supper,  Jack  was 
steeped  in  self-condemnation  and  in  pity  of  his  mother. 
More  than  was  usual  she  haunted  him  that  night.  Even 
when  he  crept  shivering  under  the  bearskin  and  blankets, 
and  huddled  there  for  warmth,  her  face  was  as  clear 
before  him  as  Marion's.  Tears  swelled  his  eyelids  and 
slid  down  his  cheeks.  And  when  he  brushed  away 
those  tears  others  came  —  since  boyhood  these  were  the 
first  tears  he  had  ever  shed  because  of  a  poignant  long- 
ing for  his  mother. 
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CHAPTER  EIGHTEEN 

HANK    BBOWN    PEOVES    THAT    HE   CAN    B£AU    TEACKSf 

TO  begin  with,  Kate  knew  Mrs.  Singleton  Cony, 
just  as  well  as  a  passably  popular  elocutionist 
may  expect  to  know  one  of  the  recognized  leaders  of 
society  and  club  life.  Kate  had  recited  at  open  meet- 
ings of  the  clubs  over  which  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  had 
presided  with  that  smiling  composure  which  was  so 
invulnerable  to  those  without  the  fa'ored  circle.  Kate 
had  once  talked  with  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  for  at  least 
five  minutes,  but  she  was  not  at  all  certain  that  she 
would  1)0  remembered  the  next  time  they  met.  She 
would  like  very  much  to  be  remembered,  because  an 
elocutionist's  success  depends  so  much  upon  the  recog- 
nition which  society  gives  to  her  personality  and  her 
talents. 

Now,  here  was  Jack  Corey  hiding  in  her  very  door- 
yard,  one  might  say;  and  his  mother  absolutely  dis- 
tracted over  him.  How  could  she  make  any  claim  to 
human  sympathy  for  a  mother's  sorrow  if  she  withheld 
the  message  that  would  bring  relief?  She  was  aston- 
ished that  Marion  had  been  so  thoughtless  as  never  once 
to  tiiink  of  the  terrible  distress  of  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey. 
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Of  course,  she  had  promised  —  but  surely  that  did  not 
exclude  the  boy's  mother  from  the  solace  of  knowing 
where  he  was  I  That  would  be  outrageous !  Very  care- 
fully she  sounded  Marion  upon  the  subject,  and  found 
her  unreasonable. 

"  Why,  Jack  would  murder  me  if  I  told  his  mother! 
I  should  say  I  wouldn't  tell  her !  Why,  it  was  because 
his  mother  was  going  to  be  so  mean  about  it  and  turn 
against  him,  that  Jack  ran  away!  He'd  go  back,  if 
it  wasn't  for  her  —  he  said  so.  He'd  rather  go  to  jail 
than  face  her.  Why,  if  I  thought  for  a  minute  that 
you'd  take  that  stand,  I  never  would  have  told  you, 
Kate  I  Don't  you  dare — "  Then  Marion  dropped  a 
saucer  that  she  was  wiping,  and  when  her  consternation 
over  the  mishap  had  subsided  she  awoke  to  the  fact 
that  Kate  had  dropped  the  subject  also  and  had  gone 
to  read  her  limp  little  Sonnets  from  the  Portuguese, 
that  Marion  never  could  see  any  sense  in. 

Marion  must  have  had  a  remarkably  trustful  nature, 
else  she  would  have  been  suspicious.  Kate  was  not 
paying  any  attention  to  what  she  read.  She  was  men- 
tally rounding  periods  and  coining  new  phrases  of  sym- 
pathy that  should  not  humiliate  but  draw  close  to  the 
writer  the  soul  of  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  when  she  read 
them.  She  was  planning  the  letter  she  fully  intended 
to  write.    Later  that  evening,  when  Marion  was  curled 
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up  in  bed  with  a  book  that  held  her  oblivioiu  to  un- 
obtrusive deeds,  such  as  letter-writing,  Kate  put  the 
phrases  and  the  carefully  constructed  sentences  upon  a 
sheet  of  her  thickest,  creamiest  stationery.  She  did 
not  feel  in  the  slightest  degree  disloyal  to  Marion  or  to 
Jack.  Hot-headed,  selfish  children,  what  did  they  know 
about  the  deeper  problems  of  life?  Of  course  his 
mother  must  be  told.  And  of  course,  K'  te  was  the 
person  who  could  best  write  so  difficult  a  letter.  So 
she  wrote  it,  and  explained  just  how  she  came  to  know 
about  Jack.  But  the  professor  was  a  conscientious 
man.  He  believed  that  the  authorities  should  be  noti- 
fied at  once.  Jack  Corey  was  a  fugitive  from  the  law, 
and  to  conceal  the  knowledge  of  his  whereabouts  would 
be  nothing  short  of  compounding  a  felony.  It  was 
thoughtful  to  write  his  mother,  of  course.  But  duty 
demanded  that  the  chief  of  police  in  Los  Angeles  should 
be  notified  also,  and  as  speedily  as  possible.  By  George, 
the  case  warranted  telegraphing  the  news  I 

Now,  it  was  one  thing  to  write  sympathetically  to  a 
social  leader  that  her  wayward  son  has  been  found,  but 
it  is  quite  another  thing  to  turn  the  wayward  son  over 
to  the  police.  Kate  had  not  considered  the  moral  up- 
rightness of  the  prof*  lor  when  she  showed  him  the 
letter,  but  she  managed  the  difficulty  very  nicely.  She 
pleaded  a  little,  and  flattered  a  little,  and  cried  a  good 
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d  J,  and  finally  persuaded  the  professor's  conscience 
to  compound  a  felony  to  the  extent  of  writing  Fred  in- 
stead of  wiring  the  chief  of  police.  Fred  could  notify 
the  authorities  if  he  chose  —  and  Kate  was  wise  enough 
to  pretend  that  she  was  satisfied  to  leave  the  matter  in 
Fred's  hands. 

She  thought  it  best,  however,  to  add  a  postscript  to  her 
ijtter,  saying  that  she  feared  for  Jack's  safety,  as  the 
authorities  had  begun  to  be  very  inquisitive  and  hard  to 
put  oif ;  but  that  she  would  do  all  in  her  power  to  pro- 
tect the  poor  boy.  She  did  not  feel  that  it  would  be 
wise  to  write  Fred,  because  the  professor  would  think 
she  was  working  against  him  and  would  be  angry.  Be- 
sides, she  knew  that  it  would  be  of  no  use  to  write  Fred. 
He  would  do  as  he  pleased  anyway ;  he  always  did. 

In  the  face  of  a  keen  wind  the  professor  started  down 
the  mountain  to  leave  the  letters  at  Marston  with  the 
agent,  who  was  very  obliging  and  would  see  that  they 
were  put  on  the  "  down  "  train  that  evening. 

Marior  did  not  see  any  sense  in  his  going  away  that 
day,  and  she  told  Kate  so  very  bluntly.  With  the 
professor  gone  she  could  not  meet  Jack  and  have  those 
broiled  bear  steaks,  because  some  one  had  to  stay  with 
Kate.  When  Kate  suggested  that  she  have  Jack  come 
to  the  cabin  with  his  bear  steaks,  she  discovered  that  sue 
could  not  do  that  either.     She  was  afraid  to  tell  Jack 


r^ 


236 


THE  LOOKOUT  MAN 


i; 


that  Kate  knew.  Of  courst',  it  was  uU  right  —  Kate 
had  promised  faithfully  neter  to  tell;  but  Jack  was 
awfully  queer,  lately,  aud  the  least  little  thing  offended 
him.  lie  would  refuse  to  see  that  it  was  the  best  to  take 
Kate  into  the  secret,  because  it  gave  Marion  more  free- 
dom to  do  things  for  his  comfort.  He  wouiu  consider 
that  she  had  beeu  tattling  secrets  fuaf  bcKjause  she  could 
not  hold  her  tongue,  and  she  reccj  ted  in  advance  his 
attitude.  Guiltily  conscious  of  having  betrayed  him, 
she  still  believed  that  she  had  done  him  a  real  service 
in  the  betrayal. 

It  was  a  CO  uplicated  and  uncomfortable  state  of  mind 
to  be  4»j,  ..ud  Kate's  state  of  mind  was  not  much  more 
complacent.     She  also  had  broken  a  promise  and  be- 
trayed a  trust,  and  she  also  believed  she  had  done  it 
for  the  good  of  the  betrayed.     To  their  discomforting 
sense  of  guilt  was  added  Marion's  disappointment  at 
not  meeting  Jack,  aud  Kate's  sprained  ankle,  which 
was  as  swollen  and  painful  as  a  sprained  ankle  usually 
is.     They  began  by  arguing,  they  continued  by  remind- 
ing each  other  of  past  slights  and  injuries,  they  ended 
by  speaking  plain  truths  that  were  unpalatable  chiefly 
because  they  were  true.     When  the  professor  tramped 
home  at  sundown  he  walked  into  an  atmosphere  of  icy 
silence.     Kate  and  Marion  were  not  on  speaking  terms, 
if  you  please. 
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The  next  day  was  cold  imd  win;ly,  but  Marion  hurried 
the  housework  in  a  way  that  made  Kate  snifT  disgustedly, 
and  startetl  out  to  signal  Jack  and  hriug  him  down  to 
their  last  me«!ting  place.  Flash  after  flash  she  8t;nt  that 
way,  until  the  sun  went  altogether  behind  the  clouds 
and  she  could  signal  no  more.  Not  a  gliu>mer  of  an 
answering  twinkle  could  she  win  from  the  peak.  The 
most  she  did  was  to  stimulate  old  Mike  to  the  point  of 
mumbling  wild  harangues  to  the  uneasy  pines,  the  gist 
of  which  was  that  folks  better  look  out  how  they  went 
spyin'  around  after  him,  an'  makin'  signs  back  aiid 
forth  with  glasses.  They  better  look  out,  because  he 
had  good  eyes,  if  Murphy  didn't  have,  and  they  couldn't 
run  over  him  and  tromp  on  hira. 

lie  was  still  gesticulating  like  a  bear  fighting  yellow- 
jackets  when  Marion  walked  past  him,  going  up  the 
trail.  She  looked  at  him  and  smiled  as  she  went  by. 
partly  because  he  looked  funny,  waving  his  arms  over 
his  head  like  that,  and  partly  by  way  of  greeting.  She 
never  talked  to  Mike,  because  she  could  not  understand 
anything  he  said.  She  did  not  consider  him  at  all 
bright,  so  she  did  not  pay  much  attention  to  him  at  any 
time;  certainly  not  now,  when  her  mind  was  divided 
between  her  emotions  concerning  Jack  and  her  fresh 
quarrel  with  Kate. 

Mike  struck  his  axe  into  a  log  and  followed  her, 
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keeping  in  the  brush  just  outside  the  trail.    His  lips 

moved  ceaselessly  under  his  ragged,  sandy  mustache. 

Because  Marion  had  smiled  when  she  looked  at  him, 

he  called  her,  among  other  things,  a  she-devil.     He 

thought  she  had  laughed  at  him  because  she  was  nearly 

ready  to  have  him  hanged.    Marion  did  not  look  back. 

She  was  quite  certain  today  that  Kate  would  not  follow 

her,  and  the  professor  was  fagged  from  yesterday's 

tramp  through  the  snow.     She  hurried,  fully  expecting 

that  Jack  had  gone  down  early  to  the  meeting  place  and 

was  waiting  for  her  there. 

Mike  had  no  trouble  in  keeping  close  to  her,  for 
the  wind  blew  strongly  against  her  face  and  the  pines 
creaked  and  mourned  overhead,  and  had  he  called  to  her 
she  would  scarcely  have  heard  him.     She  left  the  road 
at  the  top  of  the  hill  and  went  across  to  the  gully  where 
Kate  had  sprained  her  anUe.     Today  Marion  did  not 
trouble  to  choose  bare  ground,  so  she  went  swiftly.     At 
the  top  of  the  gully  where  Jack  had  met  her  before,  she 
stopped,  her  eyes  inquiring  of  every  thicket  near  her. 
She  was  panting  from  the  stiff  climb,  and  her  cheeks 
tingled  with  the  cold.     But  presently  she  "  who-whoed  " 
cautiously,  and  a  figure  stepped  out  from  behind  a  cedar 
and  came  toward  her. 

"  Oh,  there  you  —  oh !  »  she  cried,  and  stopped  short. 
It  was  not  Jack  Corey  at  all,  but  Hank  Brown,  grinning 
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at  her  while  he  shifted  his  rifle  from  the  right  hand  to 
the  left. 

"  Guess  you  thought  I  was  somebody  else,"  he 
drawled,  coming  up  to  her  and  putting  out  his  hand. 
"  Pretty  cold,  ain't  it  ?  Yuh  travelin'  or  just  goin' 
somewheres  ? "  He  grinned  again  over  the  ancient 
witticism. 

"  Oh,  I  —  I  was  just  out  for  a  walk,"  Marion  laughed 
uneasily,     "  Where  are  you  going,  Mr.  Brown  ? " 

"  Me,  I'm  travelin'  fer  my  health.  Guess  you  aim 
t'  git  walkin'  enough,  comin'  away  over  here,  this  kind 
of  a  day." 

"Why,  I  hike  all  o.er  these  mountains.  It  gets 
lonesome.     I  just  walk  and  walk  c    rywhere." 

Grinning,  Hank  glanced  down  at  her  feet.  "  Yes, 
I've  seen  lots  of  tracks  up  around  this  way,  and  up 
towards  Taylor  Bock.  But  I  never  thought  they  were 
made  by  feet  as  little  as  what  yours  are." 

"Why,  forevermore!  I  suppose  I  ought  to  thank 
you  for  that  I  make  pretty  healthy  looking  tracks, 
let  me  tell  you.  And  I  don't  claim  all  the  tracks,  be- 
cause so  many  hunters  come  up  here." 

Hank  looked  at  her  from  under  Lia  slant  eyebrows. 
"  Guess  they's  some  that  ain't  crazy  about  huntin'  too," 
he  observed  shrewdly.  "  Feller  that  had  the  lookout 
last  summer,  guess  he  hangs  out  somewhere  around  here, 
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don't  he  ?    Must,  or  you  wouldn't  be  calling  him.     Got 
a  claim,  maybe." 

"  Why  do  you  think  so  ?  I  go  all  over  those  hills, 
and  I  — " 

"I  was  kinder  wonderin',"  said  Hank.  *' I  guess 
you  must  know  'im  purty  well.  I  just  happened  to 
notice  how  clost  them  two  sets  of  tracks  are,  over  by  that 
big  tree.  Like  as  if  somebody  with  kinda  little  feet 
had  stood  around  talking  to  a  feller  for  quite  a  spell. 
I  kinda  make  a  study  of  tracks,  you  see  —  'cause  I  hunt 
a  good  deal.     Ever  study  tracks  ?  " 

"  Why,  no  — "  Marion's  smile  became  set  and  super- 
ficial.    "  I  do  wish  you'd  teach  me,  Mr.  Brown." 

"  Well,  come  on  over  here  and  I'll  show  yuh  some- 
thin'."  He  reached  over  and  laid  his  hand  on  her  arm, 
and  after  an  involuntarily  shrinking,  Marion  thought 
it  wisest  to  let  it  pass.  Very  likely  he  did  not  mean 
anything  at  all  beyond  eagerness  to  show  her  the  tracks. 
Why  in  the  world  had  they  forgotten  to  be  careful,  she 
wondered.  But  it  was  hard  to  remember  that  this  wil- 
derness was  not  really  so  untrodden  as  it  looked  when  she 
and  Jack  found  themselves  alone  in  some  remote  spot. 
She  went  fearfully,  with  uneasy  laughter,  where  Hank 
led.  They  stopped  beside  the  tree  where  she  and  Jack 
had  talked  the  other  day.  Hank  pointed  down  at  the 
telltale  snow. 
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"  It's  dead  easy  to  read  tracks,"  he  drawled,  "  when 
they's  fresh  and  plain  as  vhat  these  are.  They's  four 
cigarette  butts,  even,  to  show  how  long  the  feller  stood 
here  talkiu'  to  the  girl.  And  behind  the  tree  it's  all 
tromped  up,  where  he  waited  fer  her  to  come,  most 
likely.  You  kin  see  where  his  tracks  comes  right  out 
from  behind  the  tree  to  the  place  where  they  stood 
talkin'.  An'  behind  the  tree  there  ain't  no  cigarette 
butts  a-tall  —  an'  that's  when  a  feller  most  generally 
smokes  —  when  he's  passin'  the  time  waitin'  fer  some- 
body. An'  here's  a  string  —  like  as  if  it  had  been 
pulled  offn  a  package  an'  throwed  away.  An'  over 
there  on  that  bush  is  the  paper  the  string  was  tied  aroun' 
—  wind  blowed  it  over  there,  I  guess."  He  waded 
through  the  snow  to  '.."'here  the  paper  had  lodged,  and 
picked  it  up.  "  It's  even  got  a  pos'mark  onto  it,"  he 
announced,  "  and  part  of  the  address.  It  must  a'been 
quite  a  sizable  package,  'cause  it  took  foteen  cents  to 
send  it  from  Los  Angeles  to  Miss  Marion — " 

"  Why,  what  do  you  know  about  that !  "  cried  Marion 
abruptly,  bringing  lier  hands  together  animatedly. 
"  All  that's  left  of  my  opera  fudge  that  one  of  the  girls 
sent  me !  "  She  took  the  paper  and  glanced  at  it  rue- 
fully. "  I  remember  now  —  that  was  the  time  Fred 
was  sure  he'd  get  a  — "  she  stopped  herself  and  looked 
at  him  archly  —  "a  jack-rabbit.     And  I  said  I'd  come 
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out  and  help  him  carry  it  home.  But  he  didn't  have 
any  luck  at  all  —  why,  of  course,  I  remember !  Meet- 
ing the  professor  with  the  mail,  and  bringing  the  candy 
along  to  eat  if  we  got  hungry  —  and  we  did  too.  And 
Fred  hid  behind  the  tree  and  scared  me  —  why,  Mr. 
Brown,  I  think  you're  perfectly  wonderful,  to  figure  that 
all  out  just  from  the  tracks  I  I  should  think  you'd  be 
a  detective.  I'm  sure  there  isn't  a  detective  in  the 
country  that  could  beat  you  —  really,  they  are  stupid 
alongside  of  such  work  as  this.  But  I  hope  the  tracks 
won't  tell  you  what  Fred  said  about  not  getting  the  — 
er  —  the  rabbit  he  shot  at !  "  She  laughed  up  into  his 
face.  "You  might  tell,"  she  accused  him  playfully, 
"and  get  us  all  into  trouble.  I'm  awfully  afraid  of 
you,  Mr.  Brown.     I  am  really." 

Hank  Brown  could  read  tracks  fairly  well,  but  he 
could  not  read  women  at  all.  His  puzzled  gaze  went 
from  Marion's  laughing  face  to  the  tracks  in  the  snow ; 
from  there  to  the  paper  in  his  hand ;  to  the  tree,  and  back 
again  to  her  face. 

"  The  man's  tracks  went  back  towards  Taylor  Bock," 
he  drawled  out  half  apologetically.  "  That's  what  made 
me  kinda  think  maybe  — " 

"  Oh,  you  know  that,  too !  You  know  how  he  said 
he  was  going  up  there  and  see  if  he  couldn't  run  across 
a  bear  before  sundown,  and  for  me  to  go  straight  home. 
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And  I'll  bet,"  she  added  breathlessly,  "  you  can  tell 
me  exactly  where  it  was  that  Kate  waited  for  me  across 
the  guUey,  and  which  ankle  it  was  that  she  sprained 
so  I  had  to  almost  carry  her  back  to  the  house,  and 
—  why,  I  wouldn't  be  one  bit  surprised  if  you  could  tell 
me  what  I  put  on  it !  " 

"  No,"  Hank  confessed  feebly,  "  I  guess  I  couldn't 
just  figure  all  that  out,  not  offhand  like." 

"  But  you  knew  about  Fred  forgetting  his  cigarettes, 
and  about  my  bringing  him  some  so  he  wouldn't  be 
grouchy  all  the  way  home,"  Marion  reminded  him 
demurely.  "I  —  I  do  think  you  are  the  cleverest 
boy!" 

That  finished  Hank.  Never  within  his  recollection 
had  a  young  woman  so  much  as  hinted  that  she  thought 
him  wonderful  or  clever.  Besides,  Hank  was  well  past 
thirty,  and  it  tickles  a  man  of  that  age  to  be  called  a 
boy. 

He  began  to  leer  at  her  with  amorous  eyes  when  he 
spoke,  and  he  began  to  find  frequent  occasion;^  for  taking 
hold  of  her  arm.  He  managed  to  make  himself  odious 
in  the  extreme,  so  that  in  sheer  self-defense  Marion 
made  haste  to  bring  his  thoughts  back  to  Jack. 

"  Did  you  say  that  lookout  man  has  a  claim  up  here 
somewhere  ?  "  She  started  back  to  the  road.  Hank  keep- 
ing close  to  her  heels. 
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"  I  dimno  —  I  just  said  maybe  he  had.     He's  up 
here,  I  know  that  —  an'  you  know  it,  too."     He  took 
her  ann  to  help  her  up  the  hill,  and  Marion  felt  as 
though  a  toad  was  touching  her;  yet  she  dared  not  show 
too  plainly  her  repulsion  for  fear  of  stirring  his  anger. 
She  had  a  feeling  that  Hank's  anger  would  be  worse  than 
his  boorish  gallantry.     "I  figure  he's  on  the  dodge. 
Ain't  no  other  reason  why  he  ain't  never  been  to  town 
sence  I  packed  him  up  to  the  lookout  station  las'  spring. 
'F  he  had  a  claim  he'd  be  goin'  to  town  sometime,  any- 
way.    He'd  go  in  to  record  his  claim,  an'  he  ain't 
never  done  that     I'll  bet,"  he  added,  walking  close 
alongside,  "  you  could  tell  more'n  you  let  on.     Couldn't 
you,  ay?" 

"  I  could,  if  I  knew  anything  to  tell."  Marion  tried 
to  free  her  arm  without  actually  jerking  it,  and 
failed. 

"But  you  don't,  ay?  Say,  you're  pretty  cute. 
What'll  yuh  give  me  if  I  tell  yuh  what  I  do  think  ? " 

The  fool  was  actually  trying  to  slip  his  arm  around 
her  without  being  too  abrupt  about  it;  as  if  he  were 
taming  some  creature  of  the  wild  which  he  wished  not 
to  frighten.  Marion  was  drawing  herself  together, 
balancing  herself  to  land  a  blow  on  his  jaw  and  then 
run.  She  believed  she  could  outrun  him,  now  that  they 
were  in  the  trail.     But  at  that  moment  she  caught 
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sight  of  a  figure  slinking  behind  a  stump,  and  she  ex- 
claimed with  relief  at  the  sight. 

"  Why,  there's  Mike  over  there  —  I  was  wishing  — 
I  wanted  to  ask  him  — oh,  Mikel  Mikel"  She 
pulled  herself  free  of  Hank's  relaxing  fingers  and  darted 
from  the  trail,  straight  up  the  park-like  slope  of  the 
giant  pines.  "  Mike  I  Wait  a  minute,  Mike.  I  was 
looking  for  you !  " 

It  was  an  unfortunate  sentence,  that  last  one.  Mike 
stopped  long  enough  to  make  sure  that  she  was  coming, 
long  enough  to  hear  what  she  said.  Then  he  ducked 
and  ran,  lumbering  away  toward  a  heavy  outcropping 
of  rock  that  edged  the  slope  like  a  halibut's  fin.  Marion 
ran  after  him,  glancing  now  and  then  over  her  shoulder, 
thankful  because  Hank  had  stayed  in  the  trail  and  she 
could  keep  the  great  tree  trunks  between  them. 

At  the  rock  wall,  so  swift  was  Marion's  pursuit,  Mike 
turned  at  bay,  both  hands  lifted  over  his  head  in  a 
threatening  gesture.  "Don't  yuh  chase  me  up,"  he 
gobbled  frenziedly.  "  Yuh  better  look  out  now !  Don't 
yuh  think  yuh  can  take  me  and  hang  me  for  a  spy  — 
you're  a  spy  yourself— You  look  out,  now  I"  Then 
he  saw  that  Marion  kept  on  coming,  and  he  turned  and 
ran  like  a  scared  animal. 

Though  she  could  not  understand  what  he  said,  never- 
theless Marion  stopped  in  sheer  astonishment.     The 
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next  moment  Mike  had  disappeared  between  two  boul- 
ders and  was  gone.  Marion  followed  his  tracks  to  the 
rocks ;  then,  fearful  of  Hank,  she  turned  and  ran  down 
the  slope  that  seemed  to  slant  into  Toll-Gate  Basin. 
Hank  could, track  her,  of  course,  but  she  meant  to  keep 
well  ahead  of  him.  So  she  ran  until  she  must  climb 
the  next  slope.  Once  she  saw  Mike  running  ahead  of 
her  through  the  trees.  She  wondered  what  ailed  him, 
but  she  was  too  concerned  over  her  own  affairs  to  give 
him  much  thought.  Hank  called  to  her ;  he  seemed  to 
be  coming  after  her,  and  she  supposed  he  would  over- 
take her  in  time,  but  she  kept  on  through  brush  and 
over  fallen  logs  half  buried  in  the  snow  that  held  her 
weight  if  she  was  careful.  And  when  she  was  almost 
ready  to  despair  of  reaching  the  open  before  Hank,  she 
saw  through  the  trees  the  little  pasture  with  its  log 
fence.  Mike  was  going  across  to  his  cabin,  still  run- 
ning awkwardly. 

Marion  ploughed  through  the  drifts  in  the  edge  of 
the  timber  and  slowed  thankfully  to  a  walk  when  she 
reached  the  comer  of  the  fence.  Across  the  flat  the 
cabin  stood  backed  against  the  wall  of  heavy  forest. 
Hank  would  not  dare  come  any  farther  —  or  if  he  did 
he  would  be  careful  not  to  offend.  She  walked  on  more 
slowly,  pulling  herself  back  to  composure  before  she 
went  in  to  face  the  critical,  censuring  eyes  of  Eate. 


CHAPTER  NINETEEN 


TBOUBLE   ROCKS   THE  PAN,   LOOKING   FOE 
OBAINS  OF   GOLD 

UP  on  the  peaks  Jack  was  touching  the  heights  and 
the  depths  of  his  own  nature,  while  the  mountains 
stood  back  and  waited,  it  seemed  to  him,  for  the  final 
answer.  He  had  lived  with  them  too  long  and  too  inti- 
mately to  disregard  them  now,  uninfluenced  by  their 
varying  moods.  He  watched  them  in  sunlight  when 
they  were  all  shining  white  and  violet  and  soft  purple, 
with  great  shadows  spread  over  their  slopes  where  the 
forests  stood  deepest;  and  they  heartened  him,  gave 
him  a  wordless  promise  that  better  times  were  to  come. 
He  saw  them  swathed  with  clouds,  and  felt  the  chill 
of  their  cold  aloofness ;  the  world  was  a  gloomy  place 
then,  and  friendship  was  all  false  and  love  a  mockery. 
He  saw  them  at  night  —  then  was  he  an  outcast  from 
everything  that  made  lift  worth  while;  then  was  he 
almost  ready  to  give  up. 

When  he  had  waited  until  the  sun  was  low,  and 
Marion  did  not  come  or  send  him  a  signal  frmn  the 
little  knoll  behind  the  cabin,  he  told  himself  that  he  was 
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just  a  whim  of  here ;  that  he  merely  furnished  her  with 
a  little  amuaement,  gave  her  a  pleasant  imitation  of 
adventure;  that  if  something  more  exciting  came  into 
her  dull  life  there  in  the  Basin,  she  would  never  bother 
with  him  again.  He  told  himself  cynically  that  she 
would  merely  be  proving  her  good  sense  if  she  stopped 
meeting  him  or  sending  those  brief  little  messages;  but 
Lord,  how  they  did  put  heart  into  a  fellow !  —  those 
little  dots  of  brightness,  with  now  and  then  a  wider, 
longer  splash  of  radiance,  which  she  told  him  meant 
"  forevermore  " ;  or,  if  it  were  very  long  and  curved, 
as  when  she  waved  the  glass  over  her  head,  it  meant 
a  laugh,  and  "  here's  hoping." 

But  when  she  did  not  come,  or  even  run  up  the  hill 
and  send  him  the  one-two-three  signal  which  meant  she 
could  not  meet  him  that  day,  he  faced  the  long  night 
feeling  that  the  world  held  not  one  friend  upon  whom 
he  could  depend.  The  next  day  he  went  out,  but  he  was 
so  absolutely  hopeless  that  he  persuaded  himself  she 
would  not  come  and  that  he  did  not  want  her  to  come. 
He  did  not  want  to  meet  any  human  being  that  he  could 
think  of  —  except  his  mother,  and  his  punishment  was 
that  he  should  never  see  her  again.  He  had  to  walk 
for  exercise,  and  he  might  get  a  shot  at  a  grouse.  He 
was  not  going  to  meet  Marion  at  all.  Let  her  stay  at 
home,  if  she  wanted  to  —  he  could  stand  it  if  she  could. 
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He  tramped  down  the  mountain  toward  the  Basin. 
It  was  a  dreary  journey  at  best,  and  today  his  perverse 
mood  would  not  let  him  brighten  it  with  the  hope  of 
seeing  Marion.  She  had  fooled  him  the  day  before, 
after  she  had  promised  to  coine,  and  he  had  carried 
that  chimk  of  bear  meat  all  the  way  down  from  the  cave, 
so  now  he  was  going  to  fool  her.  If  she  came  he  would 
just  let  her  stand  around  in  the  cold,  and  see  how  funny 
it  was  to  wait  for  some  one  who  did  not  show  up. 

Near  their  last  meeting  place,  on  the  brink  of  the 
deep  gulley  that  divided  the  Crystal  Lake  road  from  the 
first  slope  of  Grizzly  Peak,  he  stopped,  half  tempted 
to  turn  back.  She  was  keen-eyed,  and  he  did  not  want 
her  to  see  him  first.  She  should  not  have  the  chance, 
he  reflected,  to  think  he  was  crazy  about  meeting  her 
every  day.  If  she  wanted  to  make  it  once  a  week,  she 
wouldn't  find  him  whining  about  it.  He  moved  warily 
on  down  to  the  place,  his  eyes  searching  every  open  spot 
for  a  glimpse  of  her. 

He  got  his  glimpse  just  as  she  and  Hank  were  climb- 
ing the  side  of  the  gulley  to  the  road.  It  was  a  glimpsf^ 
that  shocked  him  out  of  his  youthful  self-pity  and  stood 
him  face  to  face  with  a  very  real  hurt.  They  were 
climbing  in  plain  sight,  and  so  close  to  him  that  he 
could  hear  Hank's  drawling  voice  telling  Marion  that 
she  was  a  cute  one,  all  right ;  he'd  have  to  hand  it  to  her 
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for  being  a  whole  lot  cuier  than  he  had  sized  her  up  to 
be.  Uncouth  praise  it  was,  bald,  insincere,  boorish. 
Jack  heard  Marion  laugh,  just  as  though  she  enjoyed 
Hank's  conversation  and  company  —  and  all  his  anger 
at  yesterday's  apparent  slight  seemed  childish  beside 
this  hot,  man's  rage  that  filled  him. 

Any  man  walking  beside  Marion  would  have  made 
him  wild  with  jealousy;  but  Hank  Brown  1  Hank 
Brown,  holding  her  by  the  arm,  walking  with  her  more 
familiarly  than  Jack  had  ever  ventured  to  do,  for  all 
their  close  friendship  1  Calling  her  cute  —  why  cute, 
in  particular?  Did  Hank,  by  any  chance,  refer  to 
Marion's  little  strategies  in  getting  things  for  Jack? 
The  bare  possibility  sickened  him. 

He  stood  and  watched  until  they  reached  the  trail 
and  passed  out  of  sight  among  the  trees,  their  voices 
growing  fainter  as  the  distance  and  the  wind  blurred 
the  sounds.  Had  they  looked  back  while  they  were 
climbing  out  of  the  gulley,  they  must  have  seen  him, 
for  he  stood  out  in  the  open,  making  no  attempt  at 
concealment,  not  even  thinking  of  the  risk.  When  they 
had  gone,  he  stood  staring  at  the  place  and  then  turned 
and  tramped  apathetically  back  to  his  cave. 

What  was  Marion  doing  with  Hank  Brown,  the  one 
man  in  all  this  country  who  held  a  definite  grudge 
against  Jack  ?    What  had  she  done,  that  Hank  should 
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consider  her  bo  cute?  VVaa  the  girl  playing  double? 
Loyalty  was  a  part  of  Jack's  nature —  a  fault,  ho  had 
come  to  call  it  nowadays,  since  he  firmly  believed  it 
was  loyalty  toward  his  father  that  had  cost  him  his 
mother's  love;  since  it  was  loyalty  to  his  fricndf  ioo, 
that  had  sent  him  out  of  Jms  Augcles  in  the  gray  of  the 
morning;  since  it  was  loyalty  to  Marion  that  had  held 
him  here  hiding  miserably  like  an  animal.  Loyalty 
to  Marion  made  it  hard  now  to  believe  his  own  eyes 
when  they  testified  against  her. 

There  must  be  some  way  of  evplnininpf  it,  ho,  V'tpt 
telling  himself  hopelessly.  Marion  -.vhv,  tho  girl 
simply  couldn't  pretend  all  the  time,  tthi;  wouKi  for- 
gc;t  herself  some  time,  no  matter  how  clf'vcr  she  was  ut 
deception.  She  couldn't  keep  up  a  make-believe  inter 
est  in  his  welfare,  the  way  she  had  done ;  if  eho  could 
do  that  —  well,  like  Hank  Brown,  he  would  have  to 
hand  it  to  her  for  being  a  lot  cleverer  than  ho  had  given 
her  credit  for  being.  "  If  she's  been  faking  the  whole 
thing,  she  ought  to  go  on  the  stage,"  he  muttered  tritely. 
"  She'd  make  Sarah  Bernhardt  look  like  a  small-time 
extra.  Yes,  sir,  all  of  that.  And  I  don't  quite  get  it 
that  way."  Then  he  swore.  "Hank  Brown!  That 
hick  —  after  having  her  choice  of  town  boys,  her  taking 
up  with  that  Keystone  yap !  No,  sir,  that  don't  get  by 
with  me."     But  when  he  had  gone  a  little  farther  he 
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stopped  and  looked  blackly  down  toward  the  Basin. 

A  swift,  hateful  vision  of  the  two  figures  walking  close 

together  up  that  slope  struck  him  like  a  slap  in  the 

face. 

"All  but  had  his  arm  around  her,"  he  growled. 

"  And  she  let  him  get  by  with  it  I     And  laughed  at  his 

hick  talk.     Huh  I    Hank  Brown  1    I  admire  her  taste, 

I  must  say !  " 

Up  near  the  peak  the  wind  howled  through  the  pines, 
bringing  with  it  the  bite  of  cold.  His  shoulders  drawn 
together  with  the  chill  that  struck  through  even  his 
heavy  sweater  and  coat,  he  went  on,  followi/ig  the  tracks 
he  had  made  coming  down.  They  were  almost  obliter- 
ated with  the  snow,  that  went  slithering  over  the  drifts 
like  a  creeping  cloud,  except  when  a  heavier  gust  lifted 
it  high  in  air  and  flung  it  out  in  a  blii  :  g  swirl. 
Battling  with  that  wind  sent  the  warmth  through  his 
body  again,  but  his  hands  and  feet  were  numb  when  he 
skirted  the  highest,  deepest,  solidest  drift  of  them  all 
and  crept  into  the  desolate  fissure  that  was  the  open- 
ing to  his  lair. 

Inside  it  was  more  dismal  than  out  on  the  peak,  if 
that  could  be.  The  wind  whistled  through  the  open- 
ings in  the  roof,  the  snow  swirled  down  and  lay  un- 
easily where  it  fell.  His  camp-fire  was  cheerless,  sifted 
over  with  white.     His  bed  under  the  ledge  looked  cold 
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and  comfortless,  with  the  raw,  frozen  hide  of  the  bear 
on  top,  a  dingy  blank  fringe  of  fur  showing  at  the 
edges. 

Jack  stood  just  inside,  his  shoulders  again  hunched 
forward,  his  chilled  fingers  doubled  together  in  his 
pockets,  and  looked  around  him.  He  always  did  that 
when  he  came  back,  and  he  always  felt  nearly  the  same 
heartsick  shrinking  away  from  its  cold  dreariness.  The 
sun  never  shone  in  there,  for  one  thing.  The  nearest  it 
ever  came  was  to  gild  the  north  rim  of  the  opening  dur- 
ing the  middle  of  the  day. 

Today  its  chill  desolation  struck  deeper  than  ever, 
but  he  went  stolidly  forward  and  started  a  little  fire 
with  a  splinter  or  two  of  pitch  that  he  had  carried  up 
from  a  log  down  below.  Hank  had  taught  him  the 
value  of  pitch  pine,  and  Jack  remembered  it  now  with 
a  wry  twist  of  the  lips.  He  supposed  he  ought  to  be 
grateful  to  Hank  for  that  much,  but  he  was  not. 

He  melted  snow  in  a  smoky  tin  bucket  and  made  a 
little  coffee  in  another  bucket  quite  as  black.  All  his 
food  was  frozen,  of  course,  but  he  stirred  up  a  little 
batter  with  self-rising  buckwheat  flour  and  what  was 
left  of  the  snow  water,  whittled  off  a  few  slices  of  bacon, 
fried  that  and  afterwards  cooked  the  batter  in  the  grease, 
watehing  lest  the  thick  cake  bum  before  it  had  cooked 
in  the  center.     He  laid  the  slices  of  bacon  upon  half 
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of  the  cake,  folded  the  other  half  over  upon  them, 
squatted  on  his  heels  beside  the  fire  and  ate  the  un- 
gainly sandwich  and  drank  the  hot  black  coflFee  sweet- 
ened and  with  a  few  of  the  coarser  grains  floating  on 
top.  While  he  ate  he  «tared  unseeingly  into  the  fire, 
that  sputtered  and  hissed  when  an  extra  sifting  of  snow 
came  down  upon  it.  The  cave  was  dusky  by  now,  so 
that  the  leaping  flames  made  strange  shadows  on  the 
uneven  rock  walls.  The  whistle  of  the  wmd  had  risen 
to  a  shriek. 

Jack  roused  himself  when  the  fire  began  to  die;  he 
stood  up  and  looked  around  him,  and  down  at  his  un- 
gainly clothes  and  heavy,  high-cut  shoes  laced  over  thick 
gray  socks  whose  tops  were  turned  down  in  a  roll  over 
his  baggy,  dirt-stained  trousers.  He  laughed  without 
any  soimd  of  mirth,  thinking  that  this  was  the  Jack 
Corey  who  had  quarreled  over  the  exact  shade  of  tie  that 
properly  belonged  to  a  certain  shade  of  shirt;  whose 
personal  taste  in  sport  clothes  had  been  aped  and  imi- 
tated by  half  the  fellows  he  knew.  What  would  they 
think  if  they  could  look  upon  him  now?  He  wondered 
if  Stit  Duffy  would  wag  his  head  and  say  "  So-me  cave, 
bo,  so-me  cave !  " 

Then  his  mind  snapped  back  to  Hank  Brown  with 
his  hand  clasping  Marion's  arm  in  that  leisurely  climb 
to  the  trail.     His  black  mood  returned,  pressing  the 
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dead  weight  of  hopelessness  upon  him.  He  might  as 
well  settle  the  whole  thing  with  a  bullet,  he  told  himself 
again.  After  all,  what  would  it  matter  ?  Who  would 
care  ?  Last  night  he  had  thought  instantly  of  Marion 
and  his  mother,  and  he  had  felt  that  two  women  would 
grieve  for  him.  Tonight  he  thought  of  Marion  and  cast 
the  thought  away  with  a  curse  and  a  sneer.  As  for  his 
mother  —  would  his  mother  care  so  very  much  ?  Had 
he  given  her  any  reason  for  caring,  beyond  the  natural 
maternal  instinct  which  is  in  all  motherhood  ?  He  did 
not  know.  If  he  could  be  sure  that  his  mother  would 
grieve  for  him  —  but  he  did  not  know.  Perhaps  she 
had  grieved  over  him  in  the  past  until  she  had  worn 
out  all  emotions  where  he  was  concerned.  He  wondered, 
and  he  wished  that  he  knew. 
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CHAPTER  TWENTY 

IQNOKAIfCE   TAJCES    TJIB   TRAIL   OF   DANGEB 

MIKE,  looking  frequently  over  his  shoulder,  sought 
the  sanctuary  of  his  own  cahin,  slammed  the  door 
shut  and  pulled  ll  e  heavy  table  as  a  barricade  against 
it  until  he  could  find  the  hammer  and  some  nails. 
His  hands  shook  so  that  he  struck  his  thumb  twice,  but 
he  did  not  seem  to  notice  the  pain  at  all.  When  the 
door  was  nailed  shut  he  pulled  a  side  off  a  box  and 
nailed  the  two  boards  over  the  window.  Then  he 
grabbed  his  rifle  out  of  a  comer  and  defied  the  spies 
to  do  their  worst,  and  hang  him  if  they  dared. 

A  long  time  he  waited,  mumbling  there  in  the  middle 
of  the  room,  the  rifle  pointed  toward  the  door.  Shadows 
flowed  into  the  valley  and  filled  it  so  that  only  the  tops 
of  the  tallest  pines  were  lighted  by  the  sun.  The  lone- 
some gloom  deepened  and  the  pines  swung  their  limber 
tops  and  talked  with  the  sound  of  moving  waters  along 
a  sandy  shore. 

An  owl  flapped  heavily  into  a  tall  pine  near  by,  settled 
his  feet  comfortably  upon  a  smooth  place  in  the  limb, 
craned  his  neck  and  blinked  into  the  wind,  fluffed  his 
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feathers  and  in  a  deep  baritone  voice  he  caUed  aloud 
upon  his  errant  mate. 

"Who!     Who!    Who-who!" 
^   Mike  jumped  and  swung  his  rifle  toward  the  sound! 
"  Oh,  yuh  needn't  think  yuh  can  fool  me,  makin'  si'nals 
like  an  owl,"  lie  cried  in  his  indistinct  gobble.     « I 
know  what  you're  up  to.     Yuh  can't  fool  me! " 

Far  across  the  basin  the  mate,  in  a  lighter,  more 
spirited  tone,  called  reassuring  reply: 

"  Who-who-who-o-o ! " 

"Who!    Who!    Who-who!"  admonished  the  owl  by 
the  cabin,  and  flapped  away  to  the  other. 

Mike's  sandy  hair  lifted  on  the  back  of  his  neck. 
His  face  turned  pasty  gray  in  the  deep  gloom  of  the 
cabin.     Spies  they  were,  and  they  were  laying  their 
trap  for  him.     The  one  who  had  caUed  like  an  owl  was 
Hank  Brown.     The  one  who  had  answered  across  the 
flat  was  the  girl,  maybe  -  or  perhaps  it  was  that  other 
spy  up  on  top  of  the  mountain ;  Mike  was  not  sure,  but 
the  menace  to  himself  remained  as  great,  whichever 
spy  answered  Hank  Brown.     Hank  Brown  had  trailed 
him  to  the  cabin,  and  was  telling  the  others  about  it. 
Mike  was  so  certain  of  it  that  he  actually  believed  he 
had  seen  Hank's  form  dimly  revealed  beside  a  pine 
tree. 

He  waited,  the  gun  in  his  hands.     He  did  not  think 
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of  supper.  He  did  not  realize  that  he  was  cold,  or 
hungry,  or  that  as  the  evening  wore  on  his  tortured 
muscles  cried  out  for  rest.  The  sight  of  Hank  Brown 
talking  intimately  with  Marion  —  allied  with  the  spies, 
as  Mike's  warped  reason  interpreted  the  meeting  —  had 
given  him  the  feeling  that  he  was  hedged  about  with 
deadly  foes.  The  sudden  eagerness  which  Marion  had 
shown  when  she  saw  him,  and  the  way  she  had  run  after 
him,  to  him  meant  nothing  less  than  an  attempt  to 
capture  him  then  and  there.  They  would  come  to  the 
cabin  when  he  was  asleep  —  he  was  sure  of  it.  So  he 
did  not  intend  to  sleep  at  all.  He  would  watch  for  them 
with  the  gun.  He  guessed  they  didn't  know  he  had  a 
gun,  because  he  never  used  it  unless  he  went  hunting. 
And  since  the  county  was  filled  up  with  spies  on  the 
government  he  was  too  cute  to  let  them  catch  him  hunt- 
ing out  of  season. 

He  waite'  ,md  he  waited.  After  a  long  while  he 
backed  to  the  '.ed  find  sat  down,  but  he  kept  the  gun 
pointed  toward  the  door  and  the  window.  A  skunk 
came  prowling  through  the  trampled  snow  before  the 
cabin,  hunting  food  where  Mike  had  thrown  out  slope 
from  the  cooking.  It  rattled  a  tin  can  against  a  half- 
buried  rock,  and  Mike  was  on  his  feet,  shaking  with 
cold  and  excitement. 

"  Oh,  I  c'n  hear  yuh,  all  right  I  "  he  shouted  fiercely, 
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not  because  he  was  brave,  but  because  he  was  scared 
and  could  not  await  calmly  the  next  move.  -  Don't 
yuh  come  around  here,  er  I'll  shoot !  " 

In  a  minute  he  thought  he  heard  stealthy  footsteps 
neanng  the  door,  and  without  taking  any  particular  aim 
he  lifted  the  hammer  of  the  gun  and  pulled  the  trigger 
m  a  panicky  instinct  to  fight.  The  odor  that  assailed' 
his  nostrils  reassured  him  suffocatingly.  It  was  not  the 
spies  after  all. 

He  put  down  the  gun  then,  convinced  that  if  the 
spies  had  been  hanging  around,  they  would  know  now 
that  he  was  ready  for  them,  and  would  not  dare  tackle 
him  that  night.  He  felt  vain^loriously  equal  to  them 
all.  Let  them  come!  He'd  show  'em  a  thing  or 
two.  ® 

Groping  in  the  dark  to  the  old  eookstove,  Mike  raked 
together  the  handful  of  piteh-pine  shavings  which  he  had 
whittled  that  morning  for  his  dinner  fire.     He  reached 
up  to  the  shelf  xvhere  the  matches  were  kept,  lighted  the 
shavings,  laid  them  carefully  in  the  firebox  and  fed  the 
httle  blaze  with  diy  splinters.     He  placed  wood  upon 
the  crackling  pile,  rattled  the  stove-lids  into  p'  ice  and 
crouched  shivering  beside  the  stove,  trying  to  absorb 
some  warmth  into  his  chilled  old  bones.     He  opened 
the  oven  door,  hitched  himself  closer  and  thinist  his 
numbed  feet  into  the  oven.     Ho  sat  there  m^bling 
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threats  and  puny  warnings,  and  so  coaxed  a  little 
warmth  into  his  courage  as  well  as  his  body. 

So  he  passed  the  rest  of  that  night,  huddled  close  to 
the  stove,  hearing  the  murmur  of  his  enemies  in  the  un- 
easy swashing  together  of  the  pine  branches  overhead, 
reading  a  signal  into  every  cry  of  the  animals  that 
prowled  through  the  woods.  The  harsh  squall  of  a 
mountain-lion,  somewhere  down  the  creek,  set  him 
shivering.  He  did  not  believe  it  was  a  mountain  lion, 
but  the  call  of  those  who  watched  his  cabin.  So  day- 
light found  him  mumbling  beside  the  stove,  his  old 
rifle  across  his  knees  with  the  muzzle  pointing  toward 
the  nailed  door. 

He  wished  that  Murphy  would  come ;  and  in  the  next 
moment  he  was  cursing  Murphy  for  being  half  in  league 
with  the  plotters,  and  hoping  Murphy  never  showed  his 
face  again  in  the  cabin ;  making  threats,  too,  of  what  he 
would  do  if  Murphy  came  around  sneering  about  the 
spies. 

With  daylight  came  a  degree  of  sanity,  and  Mike 
built  up  the  fire  again  and  cooked  his  breakfast.  Habit 
reasserted  itself  and  he  went  off  to  his  work,  muttering 
his  rambling  thoughts  as  he  shambled  along  the  path 
he  and  Murphy  had  beaten  in  the  snow.  But  he  carried 
his  rifle,  which  he  had  never  done  before,  and  he  stood 
it  close  beside  him  while  he  worked.     Also  he  kept  an 
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eye  on  the  trail  and  on  Toil-Gate  cabin.    He  would  have 
been  as  hard  to  catch  unaware  that  day  as  a  weasel. 

Once  or  twice  he  saw  the  professor  pottering  around 
near  the  cabin,  gathering  pieces  of  bark  off  fallen  trees 
to  help  out  their  scanty  supply  of  dry  wood.  The  pines 
still  mourned  and  swayed  to  the  wind,  which  hung  in 
the  storm  quarter,  and  the  clouds  marched  soddcniy  in 
the  opposite  direction  or  hung  ahuost  motionless  for  a 
space.  The  professor  did  not  come  within  hailing  dis- 
tance, and  seemed  wholly  occupied  with  gathering  what 
bark  he  could  carry  home  before  the  storm,  but  Mike  was 
not  reassured,  nor  was  he  thrown  off  his  guard. 

He  waited  until  noon,  expecting  to  see  the  girl  come 
out  for  more  plotting.  When  she  did  not,  he  went  back 
and  cooked  a  hot  dinner,  thinking  that  the  way  to  get 
the  best  of  spies  on  the  government  is  to  watch  them 
closer  than  they  watch  you,  and  to  be  ready  to  follow 
them  when  they  go  off  in  the  woods  to  plot.  So  he  ate 
as  much  as  he  could  swallow,  and  filled  his  pockets  with 
bacon  and  bread.  He  meant  to  keep  on  their  trail  this 
time,  and  see  just  what  they  were  up  to. 

Marion,  however,  did  not  venture  out  of  the  cabin. 
She  was  very  much  afraid  that  Hank  Brown  was 
suspicious  of  Jack  and  was  trying  to  locate  Jack's  camp. 
She  was  also  afraid  of  Hank  on  her  own  account,  and 
she  did  not  want  to  see  him  ever  again.     She  was  certain 
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that  he  had  tried  hard  to  overtake  her  when  she  went 
running  after  Mike,  and  that  she  had  escaped  him  only 
by  being  at  swift-footed  as  he,  and  by  having  the  start 
of  him. 

Then  Kate  could  not  walk  at  all,  and  with  the  pro- 
fessor busy  outside,  common  decency  kept  Marion  in  the 
house.  She  would  like  to  have  sent  Jack  a  heliof^aph 
message,  but  she  did  not  dare  with  the  professor  prowl- 
ing around  hunting  dry  limbs  and  bark.  She  had  no 
confidence  in  the  professor's  potential  kindness  toward 
a  fellow  in  Jack's  predicament  —  the  professor  was  too 
good  to  be  trusted.     He  would  tell  the  police. 

Normally  she  would  have  told  Kate  about  Hank 
Brown,  would  have  asked  Kate's  advice,  for  Kate  was 
practical  when  she  forgot  herself  long  enough  to  be  per- 
fectly natural.  But  she  and  Kate  were  speaking  only 
when  it  was  absolutely  necessary  to  speak,  and  discus- 
sion was  therefore  out  of  the  question.  She  felt  penned 
up,  miserable.  What  if  Hank  Brown  found  out  about 
Jack  and  set  the  sheriff  on  his  trail?  He  would,  she 
believed,  if  he  knew  —  for  he  hated  Jack  because  of 
that  fight.  Jack  had  told  her  about  it,  keeping  the 
cause  fogged  in  generalities. 

All  that  night  the  wind  howled  up  the  mountainside 
and  ranted  through  the  forest  so  that  Marion  could  not 
sleep.     Twice  she  beard  a  tree  go  splitting  down  through 
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the  outstretched  arms  of  itg  close  neighborH,  to  fall  with 
a  crash  that  quivered  the  cabin.  She  was  glad  that 
Jack's  camp  was  iu  a  cave.  She  would  h  ve  been  terri- 
bly worried  if  he  had  to  stay  out  where  a  tree  might 
fall  upon  him.  She  pictured  the  horror  of  being  abroad 
in  the  forest  with  the  dark  and  that  raging  wind.  She 
hoped  that  the  morning  would  bring  calm,  because  she 
wanted  to  see  Jack  again  and  take  him  some  maga- 
zines, and  tell  him  about  Hank. 

In  the  morning  it  was  snowing  and  raining  by  turns, 
with  gusty  blasts  of  wind.  Marion  looked  out,  even 
opened  the  door  and  stood  upon  the  step ;  but  the  storm 
dismayed  her  so  that  she  gave  up  the  thought  of  going, 
until  a  chance  sentence  overheard  while  she  was  making 
the  professor's  bed  in  the  little  lean-to  changed  her  plan 
of  waiting  into  one  of  swift  action.  She  heard  Douglas 
say  to  Kate  that,  if  Fred  did  decide  to  inform  the  chief 
of  police,  they  should  be  hearing  something  very  soon 
now.  With  the  trial  probably  started,  they  would  cer- 
tainly waste  no  time.  They  would  wire  up  to  the 
sheriff  here. 

"  Oh,  I  wish  you  hadn't  told  Fred,"  Kate  began  to 
expostulate,  when  Marion  burst  in  upon  them  furiously. 

"  You  told,  did  you  ? "  she  accused  Kate  tempestu- 
ously. "  Doug,  of  all  people  I  You  knew  the  little  runt 
couldn't  keep  his  hands  off  — you  knew  he'd  be  so 
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darned  righteous  he'd  make  all  the  trouble  he  could  for 
other  people,  because  he  hasn't  got  nerve  enough  to  do 
anything  wrong  himself.  You  couldn't  keep  it  to  your- 
self, for  all  your  promises  and  your  crocodile  tears! 
I  ought  to  have  known  better  than  trust  you  with  any- 
thing. But  I'll  tell  you  one  thing  more,  you  two  nasty 
nice  creatures  that  are  worse  than  scrawling  snakes  — 
I'll  tell  you  this :  It  won't  do  you  one  particle  of  good 
to  set  the  police  after  Jack.  So  go  ahead  and  tell,  and 
be  just  as  treacherous  and  mean  as  you  like.  You  won't 
have  the  pleasure  of  sending  him  to  jail  —  because 
they'll  never  catch  him.  My  heavens,  how  I  despise 
and  loathe  you  two  I  '* 

While  she  spat  venom  at  them  she  was  stamping  her 
feet  into  her  overshoes,  buttoning  her  sweater,  snatching 
up  this  thing  and  that  thing  she  wanted,  drawing  a 
woolly  Tarn  O'Shanter  cap  down  over  her  ears,  hooking 
a  cheap  fur  neckpiece  that  she  had  to  tug  and  twist 
because  it  fitted  so  tightly  over  her  sweater  collar.  She 
took  her  six-shooter  —  she  was  still  deadly  afraid  of 
Hank  Brown  —  and  she  got  her  muff  that  matched  the 
neck  fur.  Her  eyes  blazed  whenever  she  looked  at 
them. 

"Marion,  listen  to  reason!  You  can't  go  out  in 
this  storm !  "  Kate  began  to  whimper. 

"  Will  you  please  shut  up  ?  "     Marion  whirled  on  her, 
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primitive,  fighting  rage  contorting  her  face.  "  I  can 
go  anywhere  I  like.  I  only  wish  I  could  go  where  I'd 
never  see  you  again."  She  went  out  and  pulled  the 
door  violently  shut.  Stood  a  minute  to  brace  herself 
for  what  she  had  to  do,  and  went  into  the  storm  as  a 
swimmer  breasts  the  breakers. 

After  her  went  Mike,  scuttling  away  from  his  cabin 
with  his  rifle  swinging  from  his  right  hand,  his  left 
fumbling  the  buttons  on  his  ooat. 

At  the  fence  corner  Marion  hesitated,  standing  with 
her  back  to  the  wind,  the  snow  driving  past  her  with 
that  faint  hiss  of  clashing  particles  which  is  the  voice 
of    a    sleeting    blizzard.     She    could    take    the    old, 
abandoned  road  which  led  up  over  the  ridge  topped  by 
Taylor  Rock,  and  she  would  find  the  walking  easier, 
perhaps.     But  the  road  followed  the  line  of  least  resis- 
tance through  the  hills,  and  that  line  was  by  no  means 
straight.     Jack  would  probably  be  in  the  cave,  out  of 
the  storm;  she  had  no  hope  of  meeting  him  over  on  the 
slope  on  such  a  day.     Still,  he  might  start  down  the 
mountain,  and  at  any  rate  it  would  be  the  shortest  way 
up  there.     She  turned  down  along  the  fence,  follow- 
ing the  trail  as  she  had  done  before,  with  Mike  coming 
after  her  as  though  he  was  stalking  game:  warily, 
swiftly,  his  face  set  and  eager,  his  eyes  shining  with 
the  hunting  lust. 
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Up  the  hill  she  went,  bracing  herself  against  the  wim 
where  it  swept  through  open  spaces,  shivering  with  th 
cold  of  it,  fearful  of  the  great  roaring  overhead  wher 
the  pinetops  swayed  drunkenlj  with  clashing  branches 
Dead  limbs  broke  and  came  crashing  down,  bringing 
showers  of  snow  and  bark  and  broken  twigs  and  stripper 
needles  from  the  resisting  branches  in  *heir  path.     Sh« 
was  afraid,  so  she  went  as  fast  as  she  could,  consol 
ing  her  fear  with  the  shrewd  thought  that  the  storm 
would  serve  to  hold  back  the  sheriff  and  give  Jack  time 
to  get  away  somewhere.    No  one  would  dream  of  his 
traveling  on  such  a  day  as  this,  she  kept  telling  herself 
over  and  over.    It  was  getting  woi-se  instead  of  better; 
the  snow  was  coming  thicker  and  the  sleet  was  lessen- 
ing.    It  was  going  to  be  quite  a  climb  to  the  cave;  the 
wind  must  be  simply  terrible  up  there,  but  she  could 
see  now  that  Jack  would  never  expect  her  out  in  such 
weather,  and  so  he  would  stay  close  to  the  camp  fire. 
At  the  top  of  the  hill  the  wind  swooped  upon  her  and 
flung  clouds  of  snow  into  her  face  so  that  she  was  half 
blinded.     She  turned  her  back  upon  it,  blinked  rap 
until  her  vision  cleared  again,  and  stood  there  panting, 
tempted  to  turn  back.    No  one  would  be  crazy  enough 
to  venture  out  today.    They  would  wait  until  the  storm 
cleared. 

She  looked  back  down  the  traU  she  had  foUowed. 
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WW„  U.e  wind  had  a  clean  sweep  her  ..acks  we« 

fiU-g  already  with  anow.    If  ahe  did  not  w.      LdTf 

Jack  g<,t  away  now,  .hey  eouldn't  toaek  hin.'  aT  alf 

She  reany  owed  him  that  mneh  of  a  ehanee  to  beat  them 

She  pnt  „p  her  muff,  ahielded  her  faee  from  h    atZ 

of  frozen  snowflakea,  and  wen.  on,  buffeted  del! 
eep  slop,  „i,„  j,,.^  ^^^         ._^^  ™  the 

h.nW  that  ahe  m„a.  be  eareful  where  ahe  s^    he 
feet  becanse  it  would  be  frightful  if  she  had  a!!  an 
"ccident  herselt 

She  did  not  expect  to  meet  Jack  on  the  farther  ed«e 
of  fte  gnlch,  but  she  st«Ki  a  minute  beside  th    ^^ 

sJt.r:n'  '"""^  ■'^'°""'''-  Wha.ever'h^ 
started  «,e  feUow  to  suspecing  such  .hings !  Uneasily 
she^Uowed  Hank's  cunning  reasoning:    We^^ 

had  not  filed  upon  any  claim  in  the  mountains    yet 

«ayed  «.ere  apart  f^m  his  kind;  l«cause  he    yoid'd 

P-P  e  -  sue    Httle  things  they  were  that  made  u^  t 

2  of  Hank's  suspicions!    Well,  she  was  to  blam!  for 

^.»  present  emergency,  at  any  rate.    If  she  had  n 

W  Kate  something  she  had  no  righ.  to  tell,  she  wol 

not  have  qmte  so  much  to  worry  about 

ohe  turned  s    '  ' 
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way  through  the  thicket  that  fringed  the  long  ridg< 
beyond;  like  a  great,  swollen  tongue  reaching  out  to 
ward  the  valley  was  this  ridge,  and  she  followed  it  ii 
spite  of  the  tangled  masses  of  young  trees  and  bushei 
which  she  must  fight  through  to  reach  the  more  oper 
timber.  At  least  the  danger  of  falling  trees  and 
branches  was  not  so  great  here,  and  the  wind  was  nol 
quite  so  keen. 

Behind  her  Mike  followed  doggedly,  trailing  her  like 
a    hound.     Days    spent    in    watching,    nights    spent 
crouched  and  waiting  had  brought  him  to  the  high 
pitch  of  desperation,  that  would  stop  at  nothing  which 
seemed  to  his  crazed  brain  necessary  to  save  his  life 
and  his  freedom.     Even  the  disdainful  Murphy  would 
have  known  the  man  was  insane;  but  Murphy  was  sit- 
ting warm  and  snug  beside  a  small  table  with  a  glass 
ready  to  his  right  hand,  and  Murphy  was  not  worrying 
about  M'ke's  sanity,  but  about  the  next  card  that  would 
fall  before  him.     Murphy  thought  how  lucky  he  was 
to  be  in  Quincy  during  this  storm,  instead  of  cooped 
up  in  the  little  cabin  with  Mike,  who  would  sit  all  day 
and  mumble,  and  never  say  anything  worth  listening 
to.     So  Mike  kept  to  the  hunt  —  like  a  gentle-natured 
dog  gone  mad  and  dangerous  and  taking  the  man-trail 
unhindered  and  unsuspected. 


CHAPTER  TWENTY -ONE 

GOLD  OF  HEPENTANCE,  SUNLIGHT  OP  LOVE  ArD  A  MAN 

GONE  II.AD 

•jyjARION  was  up  at  the  foot  of  the  last  grilling 
^^M.  chmb,  the  steep  acclivity  where  manzanita  shrubs 
locked  arms  and  laughed  at  the  climber.     Fearful  of 
a  sprained  ankle  like  Kate's,  she  had  watched  car^ 
fully  where  she  set  down  her  feet  and  had  not  con- 
sidered that  it  would  be  wise  to  choose  just  as  care- 
fully the  route  she  should  foUow  to  gain  the  top;  so 
long  as  she  was  climbing  in  that  general  direction  she 
felt  no  uneasiness,  because  Taylor  Rock  topped  it  all 
and  she  was  bound  to  come  out  somewhere  close  to  the 
point  at  which  she  was  aiming. 

But  the  wall  of  manzanita  stopped  her  before  she 
had  penetrated  a  rod  into  it.     One  solid  mass  blanketed 
with  snow  it  looked  to  be  vhen  she  stepped  carefully 
upon  a  rock  and  surveyed  the  slope.     She  had  borne 
too  far  to  the  right,  away  from  the  staggering  rush  of 
wind.     She  hated  to  tuni  now  and  face  the  storm  while 
she  made  her  way  around  to  the  line  of  timber,  but  she 
had  no  choice.     So  she  retreated  from  the  manzanita 
and  fought  her  way  around  it  -  finding  it  farther  than 
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she  had  dreamed;  finding,  too,  that  the  storm  was 
desperate  thing,  if  one  had  to  face  it  for  long  in  th 
open. 

She  made  the  timber,  and  stood  leaning  against  th 
sheltered  side  of  a  dark-trunked  spruce  whose  branche 
were  thick  and  wide-spread  enough  to  shield  her.     Th, 
physical  labor  of  fighting  her  way  thus  far,  and  th. 
high  altitude  to  which  she  had  attained,  made  her  pant 
like  a  runner  just  after  the  race.     She  held  her  muff  to 
her  face  again  for  the  sense  of  warmth  and  well-being 
Its  soft  fur  gave  to  her  cheeks.     Certainly,  no  one  else 
would  be  fool  enough  to  come  out  on  such  a  day,  she 
thought.     And  what  a  surprise  to  Jack,  seeing  her  come 
puffing  into  his  cave!     She  had  not  been  there  since 
the  snow  fell,  just  before  Thanksgiving.     I^ow  it  was 
nearly  Christmas  -  a  month  of  solitaxy  grandeur  Jack 
liad  endured. 

She  glanced  up  at  the  tossing  boughs  above  her;  felt 
the  great  tree  trunk  quiver  when  a  fresh  blast  swept  the 
^op;  looked  out  at  the  misty  whiteness  of  the  storm 
clouded  with  swaying  pine  branches.     What  a  world 
It  was!     But  she  was  not  afraid  of  it;  somehow  she 
felt  Its  big,  rough  friendliness  even  now.     H  did  not 
occiir  to  her  that  the  mountains  <ould  work  her  ill 
though  she  reminded  herself  that  standing  still  was  not 
the  best  way  to  keejr  warm  on  such  a  day. 
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She  ,t.rted  up  again,  ignoraotlj.  kcping  among  the 
trees  that  a  mountaineer  would  have  shunned.  But 
B  raightway  she  stepped  and  looked  around  her  puz- 
^led.  Surely  she  had  not  come  down  thi,  way  when 
"he  skmed  the  man.ani...  She  remembered  eoming 
m  among  the  trees  from  the  right.     She  turn-d  and 

and  pMued  back.    There  were  tracks  coming  down  the 
M,^and  she  had  not  made  them.    They  must  surely  be 

With  the  new  wisdom  of  having  tramped  nearly  every 
day  through  snow,  she  studied  these  new  tracks  and  bZ 
own  where  she  had  come  to  the  spruce  tree.    These 
other  tracks,  she  decided,  had  been  made  lately -she 
must  have  missed  by  minutes  seeing  him  pass  before 
her.    Perhaps  she  could  overtake  him.    So  she  faced 
the  w:nd  and  ran  gasping  down  the  slope,  following 
Ae  tracks.    She  nearly  caught  Mike  unaware,  but  she 
^  not  know  it     She  hurried  unsuspectingly  past  the 
^  where  he  was  hiding,  his  rifle  held  ready  to  fire 
rf  she  looked  h.s  way.    He  was  hesitating,  mumbling 
there  w.th  h.s  finger  on  the  trigger  when  she  went  out 
of  sight  around  a  bush,  still  following  where  the  tracks 
ted.    Mike  stepped  out  from  behind  the  tree  and  came 
bowling  after  her,  walking  with  that  peculiar,  flat- 
footed  ga,t  of  the  mountain  trained  man. 
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Luck  was  with  her.    J  ^  ^„e  down  a  gully 

nm,  thinking  to  cross  it  farii.  on,  ran  into  rocks  and 
a  precipitous  bank,  and  was  cohiing  back  upon  his  trail. 
Jle  met  Marion  face  to  face.  She  gave  a  cry  that  had 
in  It  both  tears  and  laughter,  and  stood  looking  at  him 
big-eyed  over  her  muff. 

"Well,  forevemiorel  I  thought  I  never  would 
catch  you!  I  was  going  to  the  cave-"  Something 
in  Jack's  scrutinizing,  unfriendly  eyes  stopped  her. 

'  Sorry,  but  I'm  not  ac  home,"  he  said.  There  was 
more  than  a  sulky  mood  in  his  tone.  Marion  was  long 
since  accustomed  to  the  boyish  gniffness  with  which 
Jack  strove  tu  hide  heartaches.  This  was  different. 
It  froze  her  superficial  cheerfulness  to  a  panicky  con- 
viction that  Jack  had  in  some  manner  discovered  her 
betrayal  of  him;  or  else  he  had  taken  alarm  at  Hank's 
prowLng. 

"  What's  the  matter.  Jack  ?  Did  you  find  out  about 
—  anybody  knowing  you're  here  ?  Art  you  beating  it, 
now?"  **    ' 

"I  don't  know  what  you  mean."  JaciC  still  eyed 
her  with  that  disconcerting,  measuring  look  ^hat  seemed 
to  accuse  without  making  clear  just  what  the  specific 
accusation  might  be.  "  How  do  you  mean  —  beating 
it?"  ^ 

"I  mean  — oh,  Jack,  I  did  an  awful  thing,  and  I 
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came  up  to  ttll  you.     And  HbuIc  lirown  knows  some- 
thiug,  I'm  rure,  and  that  worries  me,  i.x).     I  c  me  out 
to  see  if  I  could  meet  you,  the  other  day,  while  Doug 
stayed  with  K.te.     And  I  ran  right  onto  Ilaiak  Drown, 
and  he  began  asking  »bout  you  right  away,  Jack,  and 
hinting  things  and  talking  about  tracks.     He  showed 
me  whore  you  had  waited  behind  the  tree,  and  where 
we  stood  and  talked,  and  he  guessed  about  mv  bringing 
cigarettes,    even.     He's    the   foxiest    thing  1  he   just 
worked  it  all  out  and  kept  grinning  so  mean -but  I 
fooled  hin,  though.     I  made  him  think  it  was  ^red 
that  had  been  out  hunting,  and  that  I  met  him,  and 
the  package  had  candy  in  it.     I  had  to  kid  him  away 
from  the  subject  of  you  -  and  then  the  big  rube  got  so 
fresh -I  had  the  awfullest  time  you  ever  saw.  Jack, 
getting  away  from  the  fool. 

•  But  the  point  I'm  getting  at  is  that  he  susnc-ts 
something.  He  said  you  h«dn't  been  near  Quincy,*  and 
there  must  be  some  reason.  He  ^aid  you  didn't  have 
any  mine  locaied,  because  ^ou  hadn't  filed  any  claim, 
or  anythi-.g.     But  that  isn't  the  worst  — " 

"  I  don't  carp  what  Hank  thinks."  Jack  pulled  the 
collar  oi  his  coat  closer  to  his  ears,  because  of  the  seek- 
ing wind  and  snow.  «  Get  under  the  cedar,  while  I  tell 
you.  I  was  going  without  seeing  you,  because  I  saw 
you  and  Hank  together  and  I  didn't  like  the  looks  of 
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it  I  was  sore  as  a  goat,  Marior,  and  that's  the  troi 
But  it's  like  this :  I'm  going  back  home.  I  can't  st& 
it  any  longer  —  I  don't  mean  the  way  I've  been  livir 
though  that  ain't  any  soft  graft  either.  But  it's  moth 
I'm  thinking  of.  I  never  gave  her  a  square  deal,  Mi 
ion. 

"I  —  you  know  how  I  have  felt  about  her,  but  thai 

all  wrong.     She's  been  all  right  —  she's  a  brick.     I' 

the  one  that's  given  the  raw  deal.     I've  been  a  selfis 

overbearing,  good-for-nothing  ass  ever  since   I  cou 

walk,  and  if  she  wasn't  a  saint  she'd  have  kicked  me  01 

long  ago.     Why,  I  sneaked  off  and  left  a  lie  on  h( 

dresser,  and  never  gave  her  a  chance  to  get  the  thir 

straight,  or  anything.     I  tell  you,  Marion,  if  I  was  i 

her  place,  and  had  a  measly  cub  of  a  son  like  I've  beei 

I'd  drown  him  in  a  tub,  or  something.     Honest  to  Johi 

I  wouldn't  h»  ^  a  brat  like  that  on  the  place  I    Ho^ 

she's  managed  to  put  up  with  me  all  these  years  i 

more  than  I  can  figure;  it  gets  my  goat  to  look  bac 

at  the  kinda  mark  I've  been  —  strutting  around,  spenc 

ing  money  I  never  earned,  and  never  thanking  her- 

feeling  abused,  by  thunder,  because  she  didn't  — ol 

it's  hell !     I  can't  talk  about  it.     I'm  going  back  an* 

see  her,  and  tell  her  where  I  stand.     She'll  kick  me  ou 

if  she's  got  any  sense,  but  that'll  be  all  right.     I'll  se 

her,  and  then  I'm  going  to  the  chief  of  police  an( 
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«»      "11  be  •,.<!  enough,  at  that,  b„e  m.vbe  it'll  do 

^n.e^-„.,eoth.k,d.thiukt»ie,Wo.th; 
get  to  aetmg  smart-alecky.  ' 

daj  —If  they  don't  send  me  up  for  life  .,'„■ 
like  that  — mavb«  I'll  1,       .t  anything 

^  dark  flush  showed  on  his  cheek-bone,,  that  were  g.„„, 
from  worry  and  hard  living.  He  moved  u-.easily  ,„  ' 
gi»g  at  the  cellar  of  bi,  sweater.  ^'     *' 

to  IIZ'Z'  ''IZT"""''  ''^^  ^°"y-  "y^  -»»t 

-...erinet^L^rtLrncr!: 

al.  -  respect  you  as  much  as  I  do  right  now.     I  _  well 
I  m  ^.ng  right  along  with  you.     I'm  going  to  see  tha; 

And  .f  they  don't  g,ve  you  a  square  deal,  I'm  going  to 
tell  them  a  few  things  I    I—"  s '"g  m 

"TTou  can't  go.     Don't  be  a  fool,  sweetheart.     You 

fri^h     '•"'"'"""•    I  «PP-iate  it-bu    my 
fnendship  ain't  going  to  be  any  help  to  -" 

"  ^"^  ^''"^- 1  '■^'>ii  »l"ke  you  I    The  ver^  idea  of 
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you  talking  that  way  makes  me  wild  I  I  am  going. 
You  can't  stop  me  Irom  riding  on  the  train,  can  you? 
And  you  can't  stop  me  from  seeing  the  chief " 

"  I'd  look  nice,  letting  your  name  get  mixed  up  with 
mine !  Sweetheart,  have  some  sense  I  "  Jack  may  not 
have  known  what  name  he  had  twice  called  her,  but 
Marion's  eyes  lighted  with  blue  flames. 

"  Some  things  are  better  than  sense  —  sweetheart," 
she  said,  with  a  shy  boldness  that  startled  her.  The 
last  word  was  spoken  into  the  snow-matted  fur  of  her 
muff,  but  Jack  heard  it. 

"  You  —  oh,  God!    Marion,  do  you  —  care  ? "    He 

reached  out  and  caught  her  by  the  shoulders.     "  You 

mustn't     I'm  not  fit  for  a  girl  like  you.     Maybe  some 
day  — " 

"  Some  day  doesn't  mean  anything  at  all.  This  part 
of  today  is  what  counts.  I'm  going  with  you.  I  —  I 
feel  as  if  I'd  die  if  I  didn't.  If  they  send  you  to  jail, 
I'll  make  them  send  me  too  —  if  I  have  to  rob  a  China- 
man I"  She  laughed  confusedly,  hiding  her  face. 
"  It's  awful,  but  I  simply  couldn't  live  without  —  with- 
out —" 

"Me?  Say,  that's  the  way  I've  been  feeling  about 
you,  ever  since  Lord  knows  how  long.  But  I  didn't  sup- 
pose you'd  ever  — " 

"  Say,  my  feet  are  simply  freezing!  "     Marion  in- 
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terrupted  biro.     "  We'll  have  .„  a,art  „„.     It  „„„M  be 
temble  if  we  missed  the  train,  Jacli  " 

"You  oughtn't  .„  go.    Honestly,'!  mean  it.    Mess 
we  get  married,  it  would  — " 

"  Why,  of  course  WU  get  married  I  Have  I  got  to 
»mply  propose  to  you?  We'll  have  to  change  at  Sac- 
ramento anyway  _  or  we  can  change  there  just  as  well 
as  not  -  and  we'll  get  married  while  we're  waiting  for 

ttt  iT-""""    ^  '""'*  ^""  '"''»''  "■'■^  f"  «  "inute 

"  ^'  ™'.'  fei'  to  you."  Jack  moved  out  from  under 
U.e  sheltering  cedar  and  led  the  way  up  the  gully's  rim, 
looking  mechanically  for  an  easy  crossing.  "I'm  a 
selfish  enough  brute  without  letting  you  — " 

.,  f  f™  P'""''^  «  i"  »Ieeve  and  stopped  him. 
Jack  Corey,  you  tell  me  one  thing.    Don't  you- 
want  me  to  — many  you  S    Don't  you  care  -  ?» 

"listen  here,  honey,  I'll  get  sore  in  a  minute  if  you 
go  talking  that  way  I"  He  took  her  in  his  arms,  all 
«.ow  as  she  was,  and  kissed  her  with  boyish  energy. 
Yoa  know  well  enough  that  I'm  crazy  about  you.  Of 
course  I  want  yoni  But  look  at  the  fix  I'm  in:  with 
just  about  a  hundred  dollars  to  my  name—" 

"  I've  got  money  in  my  muff  to  buy  a  license,  if  you'll 
pay  the  preacher.  Jack.    We'll  go  fifty.fif,y  »  jt. 
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"  And  a  darned  good  chance  of  being  sent  up  for 
that  deal  the  boys  pulled  off — " 

"  Oh,  well,  I  can  wait  till  you  get  out  again.  Say, 
1  just  love  you  with  that  little  lump  between  your  eye- 
brows when  you  scowl!  Go  on,  Jack;  I'm  cold.  My 
gracious,  what  a  storm!  It's  getting  worse,  don't  you 
think?  When  does  that  train  go  down,  Jack?  We'll 
have  to  be  at  the  station  before  dark,  or  we  might  get 
lost  and  miss  the  train,  and  then  we  would  be  in  a  fix ! 
I  wish  to  goodness  I'd  thought  to  put  on  my  blue  velvet 
suit  —  but  then,  how  was  I  going  to  know  that  I'd  need 
it  to  get  married  in  ?  " 

Jack  stopped  on  the  very  edge  of  the  bank,  and  held 
back  the  snow-laden  branches  for  her  to  pass.  "  You're 
the  limit  for  having  your  own  way,"  he  grinned.  "  I 
can  see  who's  going  to  be  boss  of  the  camp,  all  right. 
Come  on  —  the  sooner  we  get  down  into  lower  country, 
the  less  chance  we'll  have  of  freezing.  We'll  cross  here, 
and  get  down  in  that  thick  timber  below.  The  wind 
won't  catch  us  quite  so  hard,  and  if  a  tree  don't  fall  on 
us  we'll  work  our  way  down  to  the  trail.  Give  me  a 
kiss.     This  is  a  toll  gate,  and  you've  got  to  pay  — " 

Standing  so,  with  one  arm  flung  straight  out  against 
the  thick  boughs  of  a  young  spruce,  he  made  a  fair 
target  for  Mike  back  there  among  the  trees.  Mike  was 
clean  over  the  edge  now  of  sanity.     The  two  spies  had 
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come  together  — two  against  one,  and  searching  for 
him  to  kill  him,  as  he  firmly  believed.     When  they 
had  stood  under  the  cedar  he  thought  that  they  were 
hiding  there,  waiting  for  him  to  walk  into  the  trap 
they  had   set     He  would  have  shot   them,   but  the 
branches  were  too  thick.     When  they  moved  out  along 
the  gulch,  Mike  ran  crouching  after,  his  rifle  cocked  and 
ready  for  aim.     You  would  have  thought  that  the  man 
was  stalking  a  deer.    When  Jack  stopped  and  turned, 
with  his  arm  flung  back  against  the  spruce,  he  seemed 
to  be  looking  straight  at  Mike. 

Mike  aimed  carefully,  for  he  was  shaking  with  terror 
and  the  cold  of  those  heights.  The  sharp  pow-w  of  his 
rifle  crashed  through  the  whispery  roar  of  the  pines, 
and  the  hills  flung  back  muffled  echoes.  Marion 
screamed,  saw  Jack  sag  down  beside  the  spruce, 
clutched  at  him  wildly,  hampered  by  her  muff.  Saw 
him  go  sliding  down  over  the  bank,  into  the  gulch, 
screamed  again  and  went  sliding  after  him. 

Afterwards  she  remembered  a  vague  impression  she 
had  had,  of  hearing  some  one  go  crashing  away  down 
the  guUy,  breaking  the  bushes  that  impeded  his  %ht. 
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CHAPTER  TWENTY -TWO 

THE    MISEBEBE    OF   MOTHEEHOOD 

fTlHE  up-train  came  shrieking  out  of  the  last  tunnel 
•■•     in  Feather  Eiver  Canyon,  churned  around  a  curve, 
struck  a  hollow  roar  from  the  trestle  that  bridges  the 
mouth  of  Toil-Gate  creek,  shrieked  again  when  it  saw, 
down  the  white  trail  of  its  headlight,  the  whirling  snow 
that  swept  down  the  canyon,  and  churned  up  the  stiff 
grade  that  would  carry  it  around  through  the  Pocket  at 
the  head  of  the  canyon  and  to  the  little  yellov^  station 
just  beyond.    A  fight  it  would  have  to  top  the  summit 
of  the  Sierras  and  slip  down  into  the  desert  bevo.id.  but 
It  climbed  the  grade  with  a  vicious  kind  of  energy, 
twisted  around  the  point  of  the  hill  where  the  Crystal 
Lake  trail  crossed  and  climbed  higher,  and  with  a  last 
scream  at  the  station  lights  it  slewed  past  the  curve, 
clicked  over  a  switch  or  two  and  stood  panting  there 
in  the  storm,  waiting  to  see  whether  it  might  go  on 
and  get  the  ordeal  over  with  at  once,  or  whether  it  must 
wait  until  the  down  train  passed, 
A  thin,  yeUow  slip  ordered  it  to  wait,  since  it  was 
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ten  minutes  behind  time.  The  down  train  was  just 
then  ^.reaming  into  Spring  Garden  and  would  come 
straight  on.  So  the  up  train  stood  there  puffing  like 
the  giant  thing  it  was,  while  the  funny  little  train  from 
Quincy  fussed  back  upon  a  different  siding  and  tried 
Its  best  to  puff  as  loud  as  its  big,  important  neighbor 
while  It  waited,  too,  for  the  down  train. 

Two  men  and  a  woman  plowed  through  the  wind  and 
the  snow  and  mounted  wearily  the  steps  of  the  little 
coach  which  comprised  the  branch  line's  passenger  serv- 
ice. The  two  men  took  it  all  as  a  matter  of  course  - 
the  bare  little  coach  with  plush  seate  and  an  air  of  tran- 
sient discomfort.  They  were  used  to  il^  and  they  did 
not  mind. 

The  woman,  however,  halted  inside  the  door  and 
glanced   around  her  with   incredulous   disdain.     She 
seemed  upon  the  point  of  refusing  to  ride  in  so  crude  a 
conveyance;  seemed  about  to  complain  to  the  conductor 
and  to  demand  something  better     She  went  forward 
under  protest  and  drew  her  gloved  fingers        .ss  the 
plush  back  of  a  seat,  looked  at  her  fingers  .  d  said, 
l£mh       as  xhough  her  worst  fears  were  confirmed. 
S.e  looked  a.  one  of  the  men  and  spoke  as  she  would 
speak  to  a  servant. 

"  Is  there  no  other  coach  on  this  train  ? " 

*'M  ma'am  I"  the  man  said,  accenting  the  first 
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word  as  though  he  wished  to  prevent  argument.  "  It's 
this  or  walk." 

"  Hmh !  "  said  the  lady,  and  spread  a  discarded  news- 
paper upon  the  seat,  and  sat  down.  "  Thank  you,"  she 
added  perfunctorily,  and  looked  out  at  the  window  at 
what  she  could  see  of  the  storm. 

The  down  train  thundered  in,  just  then,  and  with  a 
squealing  of  brakes  stopped  so  that  its  chair  car  blotted 
her  dismal  view  of  the  close  hillside.  Between  the  two 
trains  the  snow  sifted  continuously,  coming  out  of  the 
gray  wall  above,  falling  into  the  black  shadows  beneath. 
Two  or  three  bundled  passengers  with  snow  packed  in 
the  wrinkles  of  their  clothing  went  down  the  aisle  of 
the  chair-car,  looking  for  seats. 

It  was  all  very  depressing,  wearisome  in  the  extreme. 
The  lady  settled  herself  deeper  into  her  furs  and  sighed. 

She  continued  to  sigh  at  intervals  during  the  remain- 
der of  the  trip.  The  last  and  the  heaviest  sigh  of  all 
she  heaved  when  she  settled  down  to  sleep  in  a  hotel 
bedroom  and  thought  miserably  of  a  certain  lovable,  if 
somewhat  headstrong,  young  man  who  was  out  some- 
where in  these  terrible  mountains  in  the  storm,  hiding 
away  from  the  world  and  perhaps  suffering  cold  and 
hunger. 

Thoughts  of  that  kind  are  not  the  best  medicine  for 
sleeplessness,  and  it  was  long  after  midnight  before 
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Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  drifted  insenbibly  from  heartsick 

reflections  int?  the  inconsequent  imaginings  of  dreams. 

She  did  not  dream  about  Jack,  which  was  some  comfort ; 

instead,  she  dreamed  that  she  was  presiding  over  a  mee^ 

ing  of  her  favorite  club. 
She  awoke  to  the  chill  of  an  unheated  room  during  a 

winter  storm.  The  quiet  lulled  her  at  first  into  the 
belief  that  it  was  yet  very  early,  but  sounds  of  clashing 
dishes  in  a  pan  somewhere  in  a  room  beneath  her  seemed 
to  indicate  breakfast.  She  would  have  telephoned  down 
for  her  breakfast  to  be  served  in  her  room,  but  there 
vTas  no  telephone  or  call  bell  in  sight.  She  therefore 
dressed  shiveringly  and  groped  through  narrow  hallways 
until  she  found  the  stairs.  The  mournful  whoo-ooing 
of  the  wind  outside  gripped  at  her  heartstrings.  Jack 
was  out  somewhere  in  this,  hiding  in  a  cave.  She  shiv- 
ered again. 

In  the  dining  room,  where  two  belat  breakfasters 
hurried  through  their  meal,  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  tried 
to  pull  herself  together;  tried  to  shut  out  sentiment  from 
her  mind,  that  she  might  the  better  meet  and  handle 
practical  emergencies.  It  would  not  do,  of  course,  to 
announce  her  motive  in  coming  here.  She  would  have 
to  find  this  Miss  Humphrey  first  of  all.  She  unfolded 
her  napkin,  laid  it  across  her  lap  and  waited. 

"  They  can't  do  much  till  this  storm  lets  up,"  a  man 
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at  the  next  table  observed  to  hia  companion.  *•  1 
course,  I  s'poee  they'U  make  some  kinda  bluff  at  trjri 
-  but  believe  mo,  these  hills  is  no  snap  in  a  snowstor 
and  dor't  I  know  iti  I  got  caught  out,  once,-  and 
like  to  of  stayed  out     No,  sir  — " 

"How's  the  trains,  Barney?"  the  other  called  to 
man  who  had  just  come  in  from  thf  office. 

"Trains!    Ain't  any  trains,  and  there  won't  b 

There's  four  slides  between  here  and  Keddie  -  Lo] 

knows  how  many  there  is  from  there  on  down.     Wir, 

are  all  aown,  so  they  can't  get  any  word.     Nothing  mo. 

ing  the  other  way,  either.     It's  the  rain  coming  firs 

that  softened  things  up,  and  then  the  weight  of  the  snoi 

p:.lled  things  loose.     Take  your  time  about  your  breal 

f.-t,"  he  grimied.     «  You'll  have  quite  a  board  bill  b€ 

fore  you  get  away  from  here." 

"  Anybody  starting  out  to  hunt  that  girl  ? »  the  firs 
speaker  asked  him.  "Can't  do  much  till  the  stem 
lets  up,  can  they  ? " 

"  Well,  if  they  wait  till  the  storm  lets  up,"  Bamej 
i^orted  drily,  "  they  might  just  as  well  wait  tiU  spring. 
What  kinda  folks  do  you  think  we  are,  around  here  ? 
Forest  Service  started  a  bunch  out  already.  BUI  Dmie- 
vant,  he's  getting  another  party  wade  up." 

"  It's  a  fright,"  the  second  man  declared.  « I  don't 
know  a  darn  thing  about  these  mountains,  but  if  som^ 
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When  wa,  ,t  they  brought  word » " 
"  Fellow  i^t  down  h>  the  station  .bout  an  hour  .«, 
-d  phoned  in.  i,  the  way  I  heard  it,"  Barne,  J^T 
He  had  .0  wait  till  the  office  opened  up  -         ' 
Mra.  Singleton  Corey  laid  her  unuaed  napkin  on  the 

ner  cha.r     She  had  a  filing  ,hat  ,l,ia  „,.rter  eoucemed 

m  her  hands  by  the  table      ^f,«       •.  j    • 
office  until  th/        ^  '^''*''^'  J"'*  ^^*^^°  the 

^tuld      *^^^°^«-^.B«™ey  sensed  her  impatience  and 
returned  from  the  dining  room 

caJn'-lT't' J  V  '°  "'  '^  ^  P^"^  -"^  'Toll-Gate 
caoin,    she  told  him  calmlv     "  Po« 

conveyanee  of  aon,e  lind7  I  JZr  '""""^  '"'  " 
mif  «^?  fv,  .  ®  *h^*  ^°  automobile  is 

^he  J  t°  vi     '  '"  ""'  "  =°°''  "^  •--"le." 

"^  make  it  m  this  storm.     It's  halfwsv  ud  th. 
mountam  ^  do  you  happen  to  know  the  youZU/t^ 
was  lost  up  there,  yesterday  ? »  ^      ^  ^^* 
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"  lias  a  young  lady  been  lost  up  there  f  "  The  eyes 
of  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  dwelt  upon  him  coinpellingly. 

"Yes,  ma'am,  since  yesterday  forenoon.  We  just 
got  word  of  it  a  while  ago.  They're  sending  out  search- 
ing parties  now.     She  was  staying  at  Toll-Gate  — " 

"Is  Toil-Gate  a  town?" 

"  No,  ma'am.  Toil-Gate  is  just  tho  name  of  a  creek. 
There's  a  cabin  there,  and  they  call  it  Toil-Gate  cabin. 
The  girl  stayed  there." 

"  Ah.     Can  you  have  some  sort  of  conveyance  — ** 

"  Only  conveyance  I  could  promise  is  a  saddle  horse, 
and  that  won't  be  very  pleasant,  either.  Besides,  it's 
dangerous  to  go  into  the  woods,  a  day  like  this,  x  don't 
believe  you  better  try  it  till  the  weather  clears.  It  ain't 
anything  a  lady  had  ought  to  tackle  —  unli'ss  maybe  it 
was  a  matter  of  life  and  death."  He  looked  at  her 
dubiouslv. 

Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  pressed  her  lips  together.  Any 
recalcitrant  club  member,  or  her  son,  could  have  told 
him  then  that  surrender  was  the  only  recourse  left  to 
him. 

"  Please  tell  your  searching  party  that  I  shall  go  with 
them.  Have  a  saddle  horpe  brought  for  me,  if  you  can 
find  nothing  better.  I  shall  be  ready  in  half  an  hour. 
Tell  one  of  the  maids  to  bring  me  coffee,  a  soft-boiled 
egg  and  buttered  toast  to  my  room."     She  turned  and 
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went  up  the  stairs  unhurriedly,  as  goes  one  who  knows 
ihat  commands  will  be  obeyed.  She  did  not  look  btck, 
or  betray  the  slightest  uneasiness,  and  Barney,  watching 
her  siitck-jawed  until  she  had  reached  tlie  top,  pulled 
on  a  cap  and  went  off  to  do  her  bidding. 

Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  was  not  the  woman  to  let  small 
things  impede  her  calm  progress  toward  a  certain  goal. 
She  proved  that  beyond  all  doubt  when  she  ordered  a 
saddle  horse,  for  she  had  last  ridden  upon  the  buck  of 
a  horse  when  she  was  about  fourteen  years  old.  She 
bad  a  vague  notion  that  all  horses  nowadays  were  trained 
from  their  colthood  to  buck  —  whatever  that  was. 
Rodeo  posters  and  such  printed  matter  upon  the  sub- 
ject as  her  eye  could  not  escape  had  taught  her  that 
much,  but  she  refused  to  be  dismayed.  Moreover,  she 
was  aware  that  it  would  probably  be  necessary  for  her 
to  ride  astride,  as  all  women  seemed  to  ride  nowadays: 
yet  she  did  not  falter. 

From  her  beautifully  fitted  traveling  bag  she  pro- 
duced a  pair  of  ivory-handled  manicure  scissors,  lifted 
her  three-hundred-dollar  fur-lined  coat  from  a  hook  be- 
hind the  door  and  proceeded  deliberatv^ly  to  ruin  both 
scissors  and  coat  by  slittiug  the  back  of  the  coat  up 
nearly  to  the  waist-line,  so  that  she  could  wear  it  com- 
fortably on  horseback.  Her  black  broadcloth  skirt  was 
in  inuninent  danger  of  the  same  surgical  revision  when 
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A  shocked  young  waitreu  with  the  breakfast  tray  in  her 
hands  uttered  shrill  protest, 

"  Oh,  don't  go  and  ruin  your  skirt  that  way  I  They've 
got  you  a  four-horse  team  and  sleigh,  Mrs.  Corey. 
Mercy,  ain't  it  awful  about  that  poor  girl  being  lost  ? 
Excuse  .       -  are  you  her  mother,  Mrs.  Corey  ? " 

Mrs.  Singleton  Corey,  sitting  now  upon  the  bed,  lifted 
her  aloof  glance  from  the  mutilated  coat.  "  JSet  the 
things  on  the  chair,  there,  since  there  is  no  table.  I  do 
not  know  the  girl  at  all."  And  she  added,  since  it 
seemed  necessary  to  make  oneself  very  plain  to  these 
people:  "I  think  that  will  be  all,  thank  ynu."  She 
even  went  a  step  farther  and  gave  thv  ^jirl  a  tip,  which 
settled  all  further  overtures  toward  conversation. 

The  girl  went  off  and  eric  id  called  Mrs.  Single- 
ton Corey  a  stuck-up  old  hen  i  lo  would  freeze  —  and 
serve  her  right.  She  even  hop  i  that  Mrs.  Singleton 
Corey  would  get  stuck  in  a  snowdrift  and  have  to  walk 
every  step  of  the  way  to  Toll-Oate.  Leaving  her  break- 
fast when  ;  was  all  on  the  table,  just  as  if  it  would 
hurt  her  to  eat  in  the  same  room  with  people,  and  then 
acting  like  that  to  a  person !  She  wished  she  had  let  the 
old  catamaran  spoil  her  skirt ;  and  so  on. 

Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  never  troubled  herself  over  the 
impression  she  made  upon  the  servant  class.  She  re- 
gretted the  publicity  that  seemed  to  have  been  given  her 
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arrival  and  her  further  jouniey  into  tho  hillH.  It  an- 
noyed her  to  have  the  girl  calling  her  Mrs.  Corey  go 
eaaily ;  it  scemt'd  to  imply  an  intimate  acquaintance  with 
her  errand  which  was  disquieting  in  the  extreme.  Was 
it  poflsible  that  the  Humphrey  woman  had  been  talking 
to  outsidera  ?  Or  had  the  polict  .  jaUy  gotten  upon  the 
trail  of  Jack? 

She  hurried  into  her  warmest  things,  drank  the  coflFee 
because  it  would  stimulate  her  for  the  terrible  journey 
ahead  of  her,  and  went  down  to  find  the  four-horse  team 
waiting  outside,  tails  whipping  between  shivering  hind 
legs,  hips  drawn  down  as  for  a  lunge  forward,  heads 
tossing  impatiently.  The  red-faced  driver  was  bundled 
to  his  eyes  and  did  not  say  a  word  while  he  tucked  the 
robes  snugly  down  around  her  feet. 

The  snow  was  driving  up  the  street  in  a  steady  wind, 
but  Mrs.  Singletun  Corei  faced  it  undauntedly.  She 
saw  the  white-veiled  plaza  upon  one  side,  the  row  of 
little  stores  huddled  behind  bare  trees  upon  the  other 
side.  It  seemed  a  neat  little  town,  a  curiously  placid 
little  town  to  be  so  buffeted  by  the  storm.  Behind  it 
the  mountain  loomed,  a  dark  blur  in  the  gray-white 
worid.  Beautiful,  yes;  but  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  was 
not  looking  for  beauty  that  day.  She  was  a  mother,  and 
she  was  looking  for  her  boy. 

Two  men,  with  two  long-handled  shovels,  ran  out  from 
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a  little  store  halfway  down  the  street  and,  still  running, 
threw  themselves  into  the  back  of  the  sleigh. 

"  Better  go  back  and  get  another  shovel,"  the  driver 
advised  them,  pulling  up.  "  I  forgot  mine.  Anything 
they  want  me  to  haul  up?  Where's  them  blankets? 
And  say,  Hank,  you  better  go  into  the  drugstore  and  get 
a  bottle  of  the  best  liquor  they've  got     Brandy." 

"  I've  got  a  bottle  of  rye,"  the  man  standing  behind 
Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  volunteered.  "  Stop  at  the  Forest 
Service,  will  you?  They've  got  the  blankets  there. 
We  can  get  another  shovel  from  them." 

The  driver  spoke  to  his  leaders,  and  they  went  on, 
trotting  briskly  into  the  wind.  Blurred  outlines  of  cot- 
tages showed  upon  either  hand.  Before  one  of  these 
they  stopped,  and  a  young  man  came  out  with  a  roll  of 
canvas-covered  bedding  balanced  upon  his  bent  shoul- 
ders.    Hank  climbed  down,  went  in  and  got  a  shoveL 

"  Ain't  heard  anything  more  ?  "  questioned  the  driver, 
in  the  tone  one  involuntarily  gives  to  tragedy. 

The  young  man  dumped  his  burden  into  the  back  of 
the  sleigh  and  shook  his  head.  "  Our  men  are  going  to 
stay  up  there  till  they  find  her,"  he  said.  «  There's  a 
sack  of  grub  I  wish  you'd  take  along." 

He  glanced  at  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey,  whose  dark  eyes 
were  staring  at  him  through  her  veil,  and  ran  back  into 
the  house.    Eunning  so,  with  his  back  turned,  his  body 
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had  a  swing  like  Jack's,  and  her  throat  ached  with  a 
sudden  impulse  toward  weeping. 

He  was  back  in  a  minute  with  a  knobby  sack  of  some- 
thmg  very  heavy,  that  rattled  dully  when  he  threw  it  in 
"  AU  right,"  he  called.     "  Hope  yuh  make  it,  all  right." 
"  Sure,  we'll  make  it !    May  have  to  shovel  some  -" 
Again  they  started,  and  there  were  no  more  stops 
They  swung  down  a  straight  bit  of  road  where  the  wind 
swept  bitterly  and  the  hills  had  drawn  back  farther  into 
the  blur.     They  drew  near  to  one  that  8lowl:y  disclosed 
snow-matted  pine  trees  upon  a  hillside;  skirted  this  and 
ploughed  along  its  foot  for  half  a  mile  or  so  and  then 
turned  out  again  into  a  broad,  level  valley.     Now  the 
mountains  were  more  than  ever  blurred  and  indistinct, 
receding  into  the  distance. 

"  Do  we  not  go  into  the  mountains  ?  "  Mrs.  Singleton 
Corey  laid  aside  her  aloofness  to  ask,  when  the  vaUey 
seemed  to  stretch  endlessly  before  them. 

"  Sure.  We'll  strike  'em  pretty  soon  now.  Looks 
a  long  ways,  on  account  of  the  storm.  You  any  relation 
to  the  girl  that's  lost  ? " 

"  I  do  not  know  her  at  all."  But  trouble  was  slowly 
thawing  the  humanity  in  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey,  and  she 
softened  the  rebuff  a  little.  « It  must  be  a  terrible  thing 
to  be  lost  in  these  mountains." 

"  Far  as  I'm  concerned,"  spoke  -p  Hank  from  behind 
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them,  *  they're  either  two  of  'em  lost,  or  there  ain't  any- 
body lost  I've  got  it  figured  that  either  she's  at  the 
camp  of  that  feller  that's  stayin'  up  there  somewherea 
around  Taylor  Rock,  or  else  the  feller's  lost  too.  I'll 
bet  they're  together,  wherever  they  be." 

"  What  feller's  that,  Hank  ?  "  the  driver  twisted  his 
head  in  his  muffled  collar. 

"  Feller  that  had  the  lookout  on  Mount  Hough  las' 
summer.  He's  hidin'  out  up  there  somewheres.  Him 
an'  the  girl  used  to  meet  —  I  know  that  fer  sure.  Uh 
course  I  ain't  sayin'  anything  —  but  they's  twu  lost  er 
none,  you  take  it  from  me." 

The  driver  grunted  and  seemed  •  neditate  upon  the 
matter.  "  What  did  that  perfessor  wade  clear  down  to 
Marston  through  the  storm  for,  and  report  her  lost,  if 
she  ain't  lost  ? " 

"  He  come  down  to  see  if  she'd  took  the  train  las' 
night.  That's  what  he  come  for.  She'd  went  off  some- 
wheres before  noon,  and  didn't  show  up  no  more.  He 
didn't  think  she  was  lost,  till  Morton  told  him  she  hadn't 
showed  up  to  take  no  train.  That's  when  the  perfessor 
got  scared  and  phoned  in." 

The  driver  grunted  again,  and  called  upon  his  leaders 
to  shake  a  leg  —  they'd  have  walking  enough  and  plenty 
when  they  hit  the  hill,  he  said.  Again  they  neared  the 
valley's  rim,  so  that  pine  trees  with  every  branch  sag- 
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ging  under  its  load  of  snow,  fringed  the  background. 
Like  a  pastel  of  a  storm  among  hills  that  she  had  at 
home,  thought  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  irrelevantly.  But 
was  it  Jack  whom  the  man  called  Hank  referred  to? 
The  thought  chilled  her. 

"  What's  he  hidin'  out  for,  Hank?  Funny  I  never 
heard  anj^hing  about  it."  The  driver  spoke  after  an- 
other season  of  cogitation,  and  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey 
was  grateful,  to  him  for  seeking  the  information  she 
needed. 

"  Well,  I  dunno  what  fur,  but  it  stands  to  reason  he's 
on  the  dodge.     All  summer  long  he  never  showed  up  in 
Quincy  when  he  was  relieved.     Stayed  out  in  the  hills 
—  and  that  ain't  natural  for  a  young  city  feller,  is  it  ? 
W  then  he  was  ornery  as  sin.     Got  so't  I  wouldn't  pack 
grub  up  to  him  no  more.     I  couldn't  go  'im,  the  way 
he  acted  when  a  feller  come  around.     'W  then  when 
they  closed  up  the  station,  he  made  camp  up  there  some- 
wheres  around  Taylor  N.ock,  and  he  ain't  never  showed 
his  nose  in  town.     If  I  knowed  what  fur,  I  might  'a' 
did  somethi  !g  about  it.     They's  a  nigger  in  the  wood- 
pile somewheres,  you  take  it  from  me." 

"Well,  but  that  ain't  got  anything  to  do  with  the 
girl,"  the  driver  contested  stubbornly.  « I  know  her 
—  she's  a  mighty  fine  girl,  too;  and  good-looking  as  they 
make  'em.     I  hauled  their  stuff  up  last  summer  —  and 
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them,  too.  They  seem  like  nice  enough  folks,  all  of  'en 
And  I  saw  her  pretty  near  every  time  I  hauled  tourist 
up  to  the  lake." 

Hank  chuckled  to  himself.  "  Well,  I  guess  I  kno^ 
'er,  too,  mebby  a  little  better'n  what  you  do.  I  ain' 
saying  anything  ag'inst  the  girl.  I  say  she  was  in  th 
habit  of  meeting  this  feller  —  Johnny  Carew's  the  nam 
he  went  by  —  meetin'  him  out  around  different  places 
They  knowed  each  other,  that's  what  I'm. say  in'.  An< 
the  way  I  figure,  she'd  went  out  to  meet  him,  and  eithe 
the  two  of  'em's  lost,  er  else  they're  both  storm-staye< 
up  at  his  camp.  She's  mebby  Lome  by  this  time, 
look  for  'er  to  be,  myself." 

"  You  do,  hey  ? "  The  driver  twisted  his  head  agaii 
to  look  back  at  Hank.  "  What  yuh  going  up  to  hel] 
hunt  her  for,  then  ?  " 

"  Me,  I'm  just  goin'  fur  the  ride,"  Hank  grinned. 
They  overtook  Murphy,  plodding  along  in  the  horse 
trampled,  deep  snow,  with  a  big,  black  hat  pulled  dowi 
to  his  ears,  an  empty  gunny  sack  over  his  shoulders  likt 
a  cape,  a  quart  bottle  sticking  out  of  each  coat  pocket, 
They  took  him  into  the  sleigh  and  went  on,  through 
another  half  mile  of  lane. 

After  that  they  began  abruptly  to  climb  through  pine 
forest  In  a  little  they  crossed  the  railroad  at  the  end 
of  a  cut  through  the  mountain's  great  toe.     Dismal 
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enough  it  looked  under  its  heavy  blanket  of  snow  that 
lay  smoothly  over  ties  and  rails,  the  telegraph  wires 
sagging,  white  ropes  of  snow.  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey 
glanced  down  the  desolate  length  of  it  and  shivered. 

After  that  the  four  horses  straightened  their  backs 
to  steady,  laborious  climbing  up  a  narrow  road  arched 
over  with  naked  oak  trees  set  amongst  pines.  Here, 
too,  the  deep  snow  was  trampled  with  the  passing  of 
horses —  the  searching  party,  she  knew  without  being 
told.  The  driver  spoke  to  the  two  behind  him,  after  a 
ten-minute  silence  against  the  heavy  background  of 
roaring  overhead. 

"  Know  that  first  turn,  up  ahead  here  ?    If  we  don't 
have  to  shovel  through,  we'll  be  lucky." 

From  the  back  of  the  sleigh  where  he  was  sitting  flat. 
Murphy  spoke  suddenly.  "  A-ah,  an'  av  ye  don't  have 
to  saw  yer  trail  through  a  down  tree,  ye'U  be  luckier 
sthill,  I  dunno.  An'  it's  likely  there  ain't  a  saw  in  the 
hull  outfit !'»  He  spat  into  the  storm  and  added 
grimly,  «  An'  bow  ye're  to  git  the  shied  around  a  three- 
fut  tree,  I  dunno." 

"  Sure  takes  you  to  think  up  bad  luck,  Murph,"  Hank 
retorted.     "  We  ain't  struck  any  down  timber  so  fur." 
"An'  ye  ain't  there  yet,  neither  — not  be  four  mile 
ye  ain't." 

Mrs.  Singleton  Corey,  wrapped  in  her  furs,  with 


* 


296 


THE  LOOKOUT  MAN 


/'      :$W 


8T)ow  packing  full  every  fold  and  wrinkle  of  her  cloth- 
ing left  uncovered  by  the  robe,  did  not  hear  the  aim- 
less argument  that  followed  between  Hank  and  Murphy, 
The  sonorous  shwoo-oosh  of  the  wind-tormented  pine 
tops  surged  through  the  very  soul  of  her,  the  diapasou 
accompaniment  to  the  miserere  of  motherhood.  Some 
where  on  this  wild  mountainside  was  Jack,  huddled 
from  the  wind  in  a  cave,  or  wandering  miserably 
through  the  storm.  Wrapped  in  soft  luxury  all  her  life 
Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  shuddered  as  she  looked  fortl 
through  her  silken  veil,  and  saw  what  Jack  was  endur 
ing  because  she  had  never  taught  her  son  to  love  her 
because  she  had  not  taught  him  the  lessons  of  love  anc 
trust  and  obedience. 

Of  the  girl  who  was  lost  she  scarcely  thought.  Jacl 
was  out  here  in  the  cold  and  the  snow  and  the  roaring 
wind;  homeless  because  she  had  driven  him  forth  wit! 
her  coldness ;  friendless  because  she  had  not  given  hin 
the  precious  friendship  of  a  mother.  Her  own  son 
fearing  his  mother  so  much  that  he  was  hiding  awaj 
from  her  among  these  terrible,  mourning,  roaring  for 
ests !  Behind  her  veil,  her  delicately  powdered  cheeks 
showed  moist  lines  where  the  tears  of  hungry  mother 
hood  slid  swiftly  down  from  eyes  as  brown  as  Jack'i 
and  as  direct  in  their  gaze,  but  blurred  now  and  fillec 
with  a  terrible  yearning. 
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CHAPTER  TWENTY -THREE 

OBIKr,   AND   HOPE   THAT  DIia>   HA&D 

DURING  the  months  when  she  had  hidden  her 
shame  in  a  sanitarium,  ^Mra.  Singleton  Corey 
first  learned  how  it  felt  to  be  unsatisfied  with  herself. 
Had  learned,  too,  what  it  meant  to  have  her  life  emptied 
of  Jack's  roisterous  personality.  She  had  learned  to 
doubt  the  infallibility  of  her  own  judgments,  the  jus- 
tice of  her  own  viewpoints.  She  had  attained  a  clarity 
of  vision  that  enabled  her  to  see  herself  a  failure  where 
she  had  taken  it  for  granted  that  she  was  a  success. 
She  had  failed  as  a  mother.  She  had  not  taught  her 
son  to  trust  her,  to  love  her  —  and  she  had  discovered 
how  much  she  craved  his  love  and  his  trust. 

Now  she  was  learning  other  things.  For  the  first 
time  in  her  sheltered  life  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  knew 
what  it  meant  to  be  cold ;  bitterly  cold  —  cold  to  the 
middle  of  her  bones.  As  Murphy  had  predicted,  a  tree 
had  fallen  across  the  trail,  so  close  to  their  passing  that 
they  had  heard  the  crash  of  it  and  had  come  up  to  see 
the  branches  still  quivering  from  the  impact.  Before 
then  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  had  learned  the  feel  of  bit- 
ing cold,  when  she  waited  on  a  bald  nose  of  ike  hill 
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while  three  shovels  lifted  the  snow  out  of  the  road  so 
that  they  could  go  on.  Her  unaccustomed  ears  had 
learned  the  sound  of  able-bodied  swearing  because  the 
horseman  had  taken  a  short-cut  over  the  hill  and  so  had 
not  broken  the  trail  here  for  the  team. 

Then,  because  the  driver  had  not  prepared  for  the 
emergency  of  fallen  trees  —  rather,  because  the  labor 
of  removing  a  section  would  have  been  too  long  even 
if  they  had  brought  axes  and  a  cross-cut  saw  —  she 
learned  how  it  felt  to  be  plodding  through  snow  to  her 
aristocratic  knees.  She  had  to  walk  a  mile  and  a  half 
to  reach  Toll-Gate  cabin,  which  was  the  only  shelter 
on  the  mountainside,  save  the  cabin  of  Murphy  and 
Mike,  which  was  out  of  the  question.  She  had  to  walk, 
since  she  declined  to  ride  one  of  the  horses  bareback; 
so  she  was  tired,  for  the  first  time  in  her  pampered 
life,  and  she  knew  that  always  before  then  she  had 
merely  played  at  being  tired. 

The  driver,  being  unable  to  go  farther  with  the 
sleigh,  and  having  a  merciful  regard  for  his  four  horses, 
turned  back  when  the  men  had  lifted  the  sleigh  around 
so  that  it  faced  townward.  So  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey 
had  the  novel  experience  of  walking  with  the  assistance 
of  Murphy,  whose  hands  were  eager  to  help  the  lady, 
whose  tongue  was  eager  to  while  away  the  wearisome 
journey  with  friendly  conv      \  whose  breath  was  odor- 
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0U8  of  bad  whisky.  The  other  two  men  went  ahead 
with  the  blankets  and  the  gimnjr-sack  of  supplies,  and 
broke  traU  for  Murphy  and  the  lady  whose  mission  re- 
mained altogether  a  mystery,  whose  manner  was  alto- 
gether discouraging  to  curiosity. 

Those  of  us  who  have  never  experienced  hardahips, 
never  plumbed  the  black  depths  of  trouble,  never  suf' 
fered  desperate  anguish,  are  too  prone  to  beliftle  the 
suffering  of  others.  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  had  always 
secretly  believed  that  suflFering  meant  merely  a  certain 
bearable  degree  of  discomfort.  In  exalted  moments  she 
had  contemplated  simple  living  as  a  desirable  thing, 
good  to  purge  one's  soul  of  trivialities.  Life  in  the  raw 
was  picturesque. 

She  changed  her  mind  with  a  suddenness  that  was 
painful  when  she  tottered  thankfully  into  Toll-Gate 
cabin  and  found  the  main  room  unswept  and  with  the 
breakfast  dishes  cold  and  cluttered  upon  the  rough, 
homemade  table.     And  Kate  crying  on  a  couch  in  the 
other  room,  close  enough  to  the  heating  stove  so  that  she 
could  keep  the  fire  up  without  putting  her  injured  foot 
to  the  floor.     She  did  not  know  this  disheveled  woman 
with  swollen  eyes  and  a  soiled  breakfast  cap  and  an 
ugly  bathrobe  and  one  foot  bandaged  like  a  caricature 
of  a  gouty  member  of  plutocracy.     The  Kate  Humphrey 
she  hazily  remembered  had  been  a  cweful  product  of 
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refinement,  attired  in  a  black  lace  evening  gown  and 
wearing  very  good  imitation  pearli. 

But  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  gave  no  more  than  one 
glance  at  Kate,  who  hurriedly  pulled  her  bathrobe  t& 
gether  and  made  a  half-hoarted  attempt  to  rise  and  greet 
her  properly.  The  stove  looked  like  a  glimpse  of  para- 
dise, and  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  pulled  up  a  straight- 
backed  chair  and  sat  down  with  a  groan  of  thankfulness, 
pulling  her  snow-sodden  skirts  up  above  her  shoetopa 
to  let  a  little  warmth  reach  her  patrician  limbs.  She 
fumbled  at  the  buttons  ot  her  coat  and  threw  it  open, 
laid  a  palm  eloquently  upon  her  aching  side  and  groaned 
again.  i 

But  the  dauntless  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  could  not 
for  long  permit  her  spirit  to  be  subdued,  especially  since 
she  had  not  yet  found  JacL 

"  Well,  can  you  get  word  to  my  son  that  I  am  here 
and  should  like  to  see  him  ? "  she  asked,  as  soon  as  the 
chiU  had  left  her  a  little.  "  This  is  a  terrible  storm," 
she  added  politely. 

Even  when  Kate  had  explained  how  impossible  it  was 
to  get  word  to  any  one  just  then,  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey 
refused  to  yield  one  bit  of  her  composure  to  the  anxiety 
that  filled  her.  She  simply  sat  and  looked  at  poor  Kate 
like  the  chairman  of  a  ways-and-means  comiiittee  who 
is  waiting  to  hear  all  the  reports. 
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"You  think,  then,  that  the  young  woman  went  to 
meet  Jaok?" 

"  I  know  she  did.  She  waa  furious  because  I  had 
not  concealed  the  fact  of  his  being  here,  but  I  felt  that 
I  owed  it  — " 

"Yea,  to  be  sure.  And  where  wo  Jd  she  be  most 
likely  to  meet  him  i     Do  you  know  ?  " 

"  I  know  where  she  did  meet  him,"  kate  retorted 
with  an  edge  to  her  voice.  «  She  couldn't  have  gotten 
lost,  though,  if  she  had  gone  there.  It  is  close  to  the 
road  you  travcle,!.  Doug  —  Professor  Harrison  has 
led  a  party  up  where  Marion  said  Jack  had  his  cave. 
If  they  are  there,  we  shall  biow  it  as  soon  as  they  come 
back." 

"  Yes,  certainly.  And  if  they  are  not  there  ? "  Mrs. 
Singleton  Corey  held  her  voice  firm  though  the  heart 
within  her  trembled  at  the  terrible  possibility. 

"  Well  -  she  didn't  take  the  train,  we  know  that  posi- 
tively.    She  must  be  up  there  with  Jack ! " 

Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  knew  very  well  that  Kate  was 
merely  propping  her  hope  with  the  statement,  but  she 
was  glad  enough  to  accept  the  prop  for  her  own  hopes. 
So  they  talked  desultorily  and  with  that  arms-length 
amiability  which  is  the  small  currency  of  polite  con- 
versation between  two  strange  women,  and  Mrs.  Sin- 
gleton Corey  laid  aside  her  dignity  with  her  fur-lined 
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coat,  and  made  tea  for  them  —  since  Kate  could  not 
walk. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  men  began  to  straggle  into  the 
cabin,  fagged  and  with  no  uowu  of  Alarion.  The  pro- 
fessor was  brought  back  so  exhausted  that  he  could  not 
walk  without  assistance,  and  talked  incoherently  of 
being  shot  at,  up  near  the  peak,  and  of  being  unable  to 
reach  Taylor  Rock  on  account  of  the  furious  wind  and 
the  deep  drifts. 

Hank  Brown  declared  that  he  could  make  it  in  the 
morning,  and  one  or  two  others  volunteered  to  go  with 
him.  It  began  to  seem  more  and  more  likely  that 
Marion  was  up  the|*e  and  compelled  by  the  storm  to 
stay,  in  whatever  poor  refuge  Jack  might  have.  It 
seemed  useless  to  make  any  further  attempt  at  hiding 
Jack's  identity  and  whereabouts,  although  Mrs.  Single- 
ton Corey,  with  p  w".  ing  gJimoe  at  Kate  and  a  few 
carefully  constructed  sentences,  managed  to  convey  the 
impression  that  Jack  had  been  hiding  away  from  her, 
after  a  quarrel  between  them  which  had  proved  merely 
a  misunderstanding.  She  was  vastly  relieved  to  see 
that  her  explanation  was  accepted,  and  to  know  that  if 
Quincy  had  ever  heard  of  the  auto-bandit  affair,  it  had 
forgotten  all  about  it  long  ago. 

Still,  that  was  a  small  reb'ef,  and  temporary.     Until 
the  next  day  they  were  hopeful,  and  the  physical  dis- 
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comfort  of  staying  in  that  crude  little  cabin  with  a  lot 
of  ungrammatical,  roughly  clad  mcu,  and  of  having  no 
maid  to  serve  her  and  not  even  the  comfcn  of  privacy, 
loomed  largo  in  the  mind  of  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey. 
Never  before  in  her  life  had  she  drunk  coffoc  with  con- 
densed cream  in  it,  or  oaten  burned  bread  with  stale 
butter,  and  boiled  beans  and  bacon.  Never  before  had 
she  shared  the  bed  of  another  woman,  or  slept  in  a  bor- 
rowed nightgown  that  was  too  tight  in  the  arms.  To 
Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  these  things  bore  all  the  earmarks 
of  tragedy. 

But  the  next  day  real  tragedy  pushed  small  discom- 
forts back  into  their  proper  perspective.  It  still 
stormed,  though  not  so  furiously,  and  with  fitful  spells 
of  sunlight  breaking  through  the  churning  clouds.  The 
men  left  the  cabin  at  daylight,  and  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey 
found  herself  practically  compelled  to  wash  the  dishes 
and  sweep  the  ncK)r  and  wait  on  the  distracted  Kate 
who  was  crushed  under  the  realization  of  Mrs.  Single- 
ton Corey's  disgust  at  her  surroundings.  Conversation 
languished  that  day.  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  sat  in  a 
straight-backed  chair  and  stared  out  of  the  window  that 
faced  the  little  basin,  and  waited  for  Jack  to  come. 
She  had  suffered  much,  and  she  felt  that  fate  owed  her 
a  speedy  return  of  the  prodigal. 

Instead  of  that  they  brought  Hank  Brown  to  the 
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cabin,  dead  on  a  makeshift  stretcher.     When  the  shock 
of  that  had  passed  a  little,  so  that  her  mind  could  digest 
details,  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  learned,  with  a  terrible, 
vise-like  contraction  of  the  heart,  that  Hank  had  climbed 
ahead  of  the  others  and  had  almost  reached  the  place 
they  called  Taylor  Kock,  where  Jack  was  said  to  have 
his  cave.     Those  below  had  heard  a  rifle  shot,  and  they 
had  climbed  up  to  find  Hank  stretched  dead  in  the  snow. 
Two  men  had  searched  the  vicinity  as  well  as  they 
could,  but  they  had  found  nothing  at  all.     The  snow, 
they  said,  was  drifted  twenty  feet  deep  in  some  places. 
They  did  not  tell  her  what  they  thought  about  it,  but 
Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  knew.     And  Kate  knew.     And 
the  two  women's  eyes  would  not  meet,  after  that,  and 
their  voices  were  constrained,  their  words  formal  when 
they  found  it  necessary  to  have  speech  with  each  other. 
Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  forgot  the  crudities  and  the  dis- 
comforts of  Toll-Gate  cabin  after  that.     She  watched 
the  trail,  and  her  eyes  questioned  dumbly  every  man 
that  came  in  for  rest  and  food  before  going  out  again 
to  the  search.     They  always  went  again,  fighting  their 
way  through  the  storm  that  never  quite  cleared.     They 
went  forth,  with  a  dogged  persistence  and  a  courage  that 
made  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  marvel  in  spite  of  her  ab- 
sorption in  her  own  anxiety. 

Men  with  fresh  horses  and  fresh  supplies  came  up 
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from  the  valley,  and  the  search  went  on,  settling  to  a 
loose  system  of  signals,  relief  shifts  and  the  laying  out 
of  certain  districts  for  certain  men  to  cover,  yard  by 
yard.  The  body  of  Hank  Brown  was  lashed  upon  a 
horse  .1  d  taken  down  to  Quincy,  and  in  the  evening 
the  m.  stery  of  his  death  was  discussed  in  the  kitchen, 
wiicrr  the  men  sat  in  a  haze  of  tobacco  smoke.  Mike 
had  been  reported  absent  from  his  cabin,  the  day  that 
Murphy  came  up  from  the  valley,  and  he  had  not  re- 
turned. So  there  was  mystery  in  plenty  to  keep  the 
talk  going.  One  man  shot  dead  from  ambush  and  three 
l>er8ons  missing,  were  enough  to  stir  the  most  phlegmatic 
soul  —  and  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey,  however  self-pos- 
sessed her  manner,  was  not  phlegmatic. 

Stormy  day  followed  stormy  day,  and  still  they  found 
no  trace  of  Marion,  got  no  glimpse  of  Jack.  There  were 
days  when  the  wind  made  it  physically  impossible  to 
climb  the  peak  and  search  for  the  cave  under  Taylor 
Rock,  dangerous  to  be  abroad  in  the  woods.  Hank  had 
said  that  he  knew  about  where  the  cave  was  —  but 
Hank's  lips  were  closed  forever  upon  garrulous  con- 
versation. Two  or  three  others  were  more  or  less  famil- 
iar with  that  barren  crest,  having  hunted  bear  in  that 
locality.  They  led  the  parties  that  turned  their  faces 
toward  the  peak  whenever  the  wind  and  the  snow  prom- 
ised to  hold  back  for  a  time. 
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They  began  to  whisper  together,  out  in  the  kitch 
where  they  thought  that  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  con 
not  hear.  They  whispered  about  the  fight  that  hi 
taken  place  up  at  the  lookout  station,  last  summer,  wh( 
Hank  had  ridden  into  town  sullen  and  with  blacken, 
eyes  and  swollen  lips,  and  had  cursed  the  lookout  ( 
Mt.  Hough.  It  began  to  seem  imperative  that  the 
locate  that  cave  as  soon  as  possible,  and  the  man  wl 
had  shot  Hank. 

Kate  mourned  because  Fred  was  uot  there,  and  talke 

as  though  his  presence  would  right  nearly  everything 

That,  and  the  whispering  and  the  meaning  glance 

among  the  men  w^en  she  appeared  in  the  room,  exai 

perated  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  almost  beyond  endurance 

Why  did  they  not  find  Jack  and  the  girl  ?    What  pos 

sible  use  could  Fred  be,  more  than  any  other  man 

Why  didn't  somebody  do  something?     She  had  neve 

seen  so  ineflScient  a  country,  it  seemed  to  her.     Why 

they  had  even  let  the  trains  stop  running,  and  the  tele 

graph  lines  were  all  down !     Nobody  seemed  to  knov 

when  communication  with  the  outside  world  would  b( 

possible.     She  might  have  to  stay  here  a  month,  for  al] 

she  could  learn  to  the  contrary.     There  was  just  one 

cheerful  thought  connected  with  the  whole  thing,  and 

that  was  the  fact  that  this  Fred,  of  whom  Kate  talked 

so  much,  could  not  be  summoned.     Mrs.  Singleton  Corey 
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felt  that  another  Humphrey  in  the  house  would  drive 
her  quite  mad. 

Then  one  day  Murphy  came  stumbling  in  to  the 
cabin,  just  after  three  or  four  disheartened  searchers 
had  arrived,  and  announced  that  he  had  got  on  the  track 
ot  the  man  chat  shot  Hank  Brown. 

"An'  it'-.  Mike,  the  crazy  fool  thot  did  it,  an'  I'll 
bet  money  on  it,"  he  declared,  goggling  around  at  his 
audience.     "  An'  what's  more,  the  rest  of  ye  had  betther 
be  trayehn  wit'  yer  eyes  open,  fer  he's  crazy  as  a  loon, 
an  he  11  kill  anny  one  that  crosses  his  trail.     An'  didn't 
I  notice  just  this  mamin'  that  his  rifle  was  gone  wit' 
him -me  dom  eyes  bein'  so  near  blind  thot  I  c'uldn't 
see  m  the  comer  where  it  was,  an'  only  fer  wantin'  a 
belt  that  hung  on  a  nail  there,  I  w'uldn't  av  been  feelin' 
around  at  all  where  the  gun  sh'uld  be  standin'.     An'  it's 
gone,  an'  I  mind  me  now  the  talk  he  was  makin'  about 
sphies  m  the  woods,  an'  thot  the  gurri  had  betther  look 
out,  an'  the  feller  up  on  the  peak  had  betther  look  out 
an  me  thinkin'  he  was  talkin'  becawse  av  the  railroad 
tie  thot  hit  'im  wanct,  an'  hushed  'im  up  whin  I  sh'uld 
a  been  takin'  'im  in  to  the  crazy  house,  I  dunno.     An' 
^  he  s  kilt  the  gurrl  an'  the  missus'  boy,  like  he  kilt 
Hank  Brown,  it's  like  he's  found  the  cave  the  lad  was 
livm   m,  an'  is  sthayin'  holed  up  there,  I  dunno -fer 
he  ain't  been  near  the  cabin,  an'  unlest  a  tree  er  a  fallin' 
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limb  kilt  him,  he'd  have  to  be  sthayin'  aomewhen 
Fer  he's  kilt  the  gurrl  an'  the  boy,  an'  I'll  bet  mon, 
on  It,  I  dunno." 

"  Looks  that  way,  Murphy  -"  began  one,  but  he  w. 
stopped  by  a  cry  that  thrilled  them  with  the  terrib 
grief  that  was  in  the  voice,- grief  and  hope  that  w. 
dying  hard. 

Mrs.  Singleton  Corey,  having  stood  just  within  th 
other  room  listening,  made  two  steps  toward  Murph 
and  fell  fainting  to  the  kitchen  floor. 


CHAPTEP  TWENTY -FOUE 

TBOUBLE   FINDS    THE    GOLD    THAT   WAS    IN    THEM 

A   FTER  that  nothing  seemea  to  matter.     The  days 
-Tl.  slipped  by  and  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  cared  so 
little  that  she  did  not  count  them  or  call  them  by  name. 
She  would  sit  by  the  one  window  that  faced  the  Basin 
and  watch  the  trail  beaten  in  the  deep  snow  by  the  pass- 
ing of  many  feet,  and  brood  over  the  days  when  she 
might  have  won  Jack  and  by  the  very  closeness  of  their 
love  have  saved  him  from  this.     Had  she  done  her  part, 
Jack  would  not  have  lied  to  her  about  that  trip  to 
Venice;  he  would  not  have  dreamed  of  such  a  tiling. 
It  hurt  terribly  to  think  how  close  she  had  been  to 
happiness  with  Jack  and  how  unthinkingly  she  had  let 
it  slip  from  her  while  she  centered  her  interest  upon 
other  things  that  held  no  comfort  for  her  now  — now 
when  all  she  asked  of  life  was  to  give  her  back  her  son 
alive. 

Men  came  and  went,  and  answered  the  heartbreaking 
question  in  her  big  brown  eyes  with  cheerful  words  that 
did  not,  somehow,  cheer.  The  storm  was  over,  they 
told  her,  and  now  they  would  have  a  better  chance.    She 
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mustn't  think  of  what  Murphy  said  —  Murphy  wa8  ar 
old  fool.  She  mustn't  give  up.  And  even  while  the} 
talked  she  knew  by  their  eyes  that  they  had  given  uj 
long  ago,  and  only  kept  up  the  pretense  of  hopeful 
searching  for  her  sake. 

Because  the  partition  was  only  one  thickness  of  boards 
she  heard  them  commenting  one  night  on  the  grim  fact 
that  no  smoke  had  been  seen  at  Taylor  Rock,  though 
many  eyes  had  watched  anxiously  for  the  sign.  She  lis- 
tened, and  she  knew  that  they  were  going  to  give  up  — 
knew  that  they  should  have  given  up  long  ago  but  for 
her.  With  no  fire  in  the  cave  none  could  live  for  long 
in  this  weather,  she  heard  them  muttering.  The  cave 
was  drifted  full  of  snow,  in  the  opinion  of  those  who  had 
the  most  experience  with  mountain  snows.  The  lost 
couple  might  be  in  the  cave,  but  they  were  not  alive. 
One  man  said  that  they  were  probably  under  some  fallen 
tree  —  and  they  were  many  —  or  buried  deep  in  a  gulch 
somewhere.  Certainly  after  ten  days  neither  Jack  nor 
Marion  nor  Mike  could  by  any  possibility  be  alive  in 
the  hills. 

Kate  was  asleep  and  did  not  hear.  The  professor 
was  out  there  with  the  others  —  probably  they  thought 
that  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  was  asleep  also,  for  it  was 
growing  late.  Her  chapped  knuckles  pressed  against 
her  trembling  lips,  she  listened  awhile,  until  she  could 
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bear  no  more.  How  kind  they  were  — these  men  of 
Quincyl  How  they  had  struggled  to  keep  alive  her 
courage!  She  got  up,  opened  the  door  very  quietly, 
and  went  out  into  the  strong,  bluish  haze  of  tobacco 
smoke  that  enveloped  the  men  huddled  there  around  the 
kitchen  stove  for  a  last  pipe  before  they  turned  in.  She 
stood  within  the  door,  like  "  madam  president "  risen 
to  address  the  meeting.  Like  "  madam  president  "  she 
waited  for  their  full  attention  before  she  spoke. 

"  I  wish  to  thank  you  gentlemen  for  the  heroic  efforts 
you  have  put  forth  during  the  past  week,"  she  said,  and 
her  low-pitched  voice  had  the  full  resonance  that  was 
one  of  her  charms  as  a  leader  among  women.     "It 
would  be  impossible  for  me  to  express  my  grateful  ap- 
preciation — "     She  stopped,  pressed  her  lips  together 
for  a  minute,  and  when  she  felt  sure  of  her  composure 
she  made  a  fresh  start     "  I  cannot  speak  of  the  risks 
you  have  taken  in  these  forests,  but  I  —  I  appreciate 
your  bravery.     I  know  that  you  have  been  in  danger 
from  falling  trees,  nearly  every  day  that  you  spent 
searching  for  — those  who  are  lost.     I  have  learned 
from  your  conversations  among  yourselves  how  useless 
you  consider  the  search.     I  —  I  am  forced  to  agree  with 
you.     Miss  Humphrey  and  Professor  Harrison  have 
long  ago  given  up  all  hope  — they  say  that  — that  no 
one  could  possibly  be  alive.  ...  I  — I  know  that  a 
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mother  can  be  terribly  selfiah  when  her  son  .  .  . 
Hard  as  she  fought  for  steadiness  she  could  not  spea 
of  it  She  stood  with  the  back  oJ  one  hand  presse 
hard  against  her  shaking  lips,  swallowing  the  sobs  th« 
threatened  to  balk  her  determination  to  speak  a  little  c 
the  humble  gratitude  that  filled  her.  The  men  looke 
down  in  embarrassed  silence,  and  in  a  minute  she  wen 
on. 

"  Gentlemen,  I  know  that  you  have  gone  on  searchiuj 
because  you  felt  that  I  wanted  you  to  do  it,  and  yoi 
were  too  kind-hearted  to  tell  me  the  truth.  So  I  bcj 
of  you  now  to  go  back  to  your  families.  I  —  I  mus 
not  let  my  trouble  keep  you  away  from  them  any  longer 
I  —  I  —  have  given  up." 

Some  one  drew  a  long  breath,  audible  in  that  room 
wheriB  tragedy  held  them  in  silence.  It  was  as  thougl 
those  two  lost  ones  lay  stark  and  cold  in  their  midst 
as  though  this  woman  was  looking  down  upon  her  son, 
But  when  the  silence  had  tightened  their  nerves, 
she  spoke  again  with  the  quiet  of  utter  hopeless- 
ness. 

"  I  must  ask  you  to  help  me  get  down  the  mountain 
somehow.  If  the  railroad  is  in  operation  I  shall  return 
home.  I  wish  to  say  that  while  I  shall  carry  with  me 
the  bitterest  sorrow  of  my  life,  I  shall  carry  also  a  deep 
sense  of  the  goodness  and  the  bravery  — " 
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Proud,  yes.  But  proud  as  she  was  she  could  not  go 
on.  She  turned  abruptly  and  went  back  into  the  room 
where  Kate  slept  heavily.  A  little  later  the  sound  of 
stifled  sobbing,  infinitely  sad,  went  out  to  the  men  who 
sat  with  cooling  pipes  in  their  palms,  constrained  to  si- 
lence still  by  the  infinite  sadness  of  motherhood  be- 
reaved. 

"  Tomorrow  morning  we  better  start  in  clearing  the 
road,"  one  muttered  at  last.  "  Somebody  can  ride  down 
and  have  a  team  come  up  after  her." 

"  It's  no  use  to  hunt  any  longer,"  another  observed 
uneasily.     "  The  snow  would  cover  up  — " 

"Sh-sh-sh!"  warned  the  professor,  and  nodded  his 
head  toward  the  room  door. 


In  her  own  home,  that  had  been  closed  for  months, 
Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  folded  her  black  veil  up  over  the 
crown  of  her  black  hat  and  picked  up  the  telephone. 
Her  white  hair  was  brushed  up  from  her  forehead  in  a 
smooth,  cloudy  fashion  that  had  in  it  no  more  than  a 
hint  of  marceUe  waving.  Her  face  was  almost  as  white 
as  her  hair,  and  her  eyes  were  black-shadowed  and 
sunken.  She  sat  down  wearily  upon  the  chair  beside 
the  telephone  stand,  waited  dull-eyed  for  Central  to 
answer,  and  then  caUed  up  her  doctor.  Her  voice  was 
calm  --  too  calm.    It  was  absolutely  colorless. 
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Her  doctor,  on  the  other  hand,  became  agitated 
the  point  of  stuttering  when  he  realized  who  was  spes 
ing  to  him.     His  disjointed  questions  grated  on  Mi 
Singleton  Corey,  who  was  surfeited  with  emotion  ej 
who  craved  nothing  so  much  as  absolute  peace. 

"Yes,  certainly  I  am  back,"  she  drawled  with 
shade  of  impatience.  "Just  now —  from  the  dep( 
...  No,  I  am  feeling  very  well  —  No,  I  have  not  rei 
the  papers,  and  I  do  not  in  .id  to.  .  .  .  Really,  doctc 
I  can  see  no  necessity  of  your  coming  out  here.  I  a 
perfectly  all  right,  I  assure  you.  I  shall  call  up  tl 
maids  and  let  them  know  that  I  am  home,  but  fir 
I  hae  called  you,  just  to  ease  your  mind  —  providinj 
of  course,  that  you  have  Oue.  You  seem  to  have  lost 
quite  suddenly.  .  .  ." 

She  listened,  and  caught  her  breath.  Her  lips  whi 
ened,  and  her  nostrils  flared  suddenly  with  what  ma 
have  been  anger.  "  No,  doctor  ...  I  u.  not  —  fin 
—  Jack."  She  forced  herself  to  say  it.  He  woul 
have  to  know,  she  reflected. 

She  was  about  to  add  something  that  would  make  he 
statement  sound  less  bald,  but  the  doctor  had  hung  uj 
muttering  something  she  did  not  catch.  She  waited 
holding  the  receiver  to  her  ear  nntil  Central,  in  tha 
supercilious  voice  we  all  dislike  so  much,  asked  crisply 
"  Are  you  waiting? "     Then  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  aLs< 
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hung  up  her  receiver  and  sat  there  idly  gazing  at  her 
folded  aandg. 

"  I  must  have  a  manicure  at  once,"  she  said  to  her- 
self irrelevantly,  though  the  heart  of  her  was  yearning 
toward  Jack's  room  upstairs.     She  wanted  to  go  up 
and  lie  down  on  Jack's  bed,  and  put  her  head  on  Jack's 
pillow.     It  seemed  to  her  that  it  would  bring  her  a 
little  closer  to  Jack.    And  then  she  had  a  swift  vision 
of  Taylor  Rock,  where  Jack  was  said  to  have  his  cave. 
She  closed  her  eyes  and  ohuddered.     She  could  not  get 
close  to  Jack  — she  had  never  been  close  to  him,  since 
ho  passed  babyhood.     Perhaps  ...  The  girl,  Marion 
--had  Jack  loved  her?    She  was  grown  used  to  the 
jealousy  that  filled  her  when  she  thought  of  Marion. 
She  forced  herself  now  to  think  pityingly  of  the  girl, 
dead  up  there  in  that  awful  snow. 

She  went  upstairs,  forgetting  to  telephone  to  the 
maids  as  she  had  intended.  She  moved  slowly,  apathet- 
ically, pausing  long  before  the  closed  door  of  Jack's 
room.  She  would  not  go  in,  after  all.  Why  dig  deeper 
into  the  grief  tliat  must  be  mastered  somehow,  if  she 
would  go  on  living?  She  remembered  the  maids,  and 
when  she  had  put  on  one  of  her  soft,  silk  house  gowns 
that  she  used  to  like  so  well,  she  went  slowly  down  the 
stairs,  forgetting  that  she  had  a  telephone  in  her  room, 
her  mind  swinging  autoxnatically  to  the  one  in  the  hall 


1= 


yf>' 


!^^P""^H 


816 


THE  LOOKOUT  MAN 


that  she  had  used  as  she  came  in.  She  had  just  reach 
it  when  the  doctor  came  hurrying  up  the  steps  ai 
pressed  the  bell  button.  She  saw  him  dimly  throuj 
the  curtained  glass  of  the  door,  and  frowned  while  si 
let  him  in.     And  then  — 

She  knew  that  the  doctor  was  propelled  violently 
one  side  by  some  one  coming  behind  him,  and  she  kne 
that  she  was  dreaming  the  rest  of  it.  The  feel  ( 
Jack's  arm  around  her  shoulders,  and  Jack's  wan 
young  lips  on  her  cheeks  and  her  lips  and  her  eyelid 
and  the  cound  of  Jack's  voice  calling  her  endearing  p 
names  that  she  had  never  heard  him  speak  while  si 
was  awake  and  he  was  with  her  —  It  was  a  delicioi 
dream,  and  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  smil«d  tremulous! 
while  the  dream  lasted. 

"  Gee,  I'd  like  to  give  you  a  real  old  bear-hug,  bi 
I've  got  a  bum  wing  and  I  can't.  Gee,  we  musta  passe 
each  other  on  the  road  somewhere,  because  I  was  streal 
ing  it  down  here  to  see  you  —  gee,  but  you  look  goo 
to  me!  —  and  you  were  streaking  it  up  tJiere  to  se 
me  — "  The  adorable  young  voice  hesitated  and  deej 
ened  to  a  yearning  half-whisper.  "  Did  you  go  awa 
up  there  just  because  you  —  wanted  to  see  me  t  Dii 
you  do  that,  mother  ?    Honest  ? " 

Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  snapped  into  wakefulness,  bu 
she  still  leaned  heavily  within  her  curve  of  Jad:'   goo< 
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arm.  Her  eyes  —  brown,  and  very  much  like  Jack's 
—  stared  up  with  a  ahiniug,  wonderful  gladness  into  his 
face.  But  she  was  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey,  and  she 
would  not  act  the  seutimeutal  fool  if  she  con  11  help 
it! 

"  Yes,  I  —  thought  I  should  have  to  dig  you  out  of 
a  snowdrift,  you  —  young  —  scamp !  " 

"She'd  a  done  it,  believe  me!  Only  I  wasn't  in 
any  snowdrift,  so  she  couldn't  —  God  love  her!  "  He 
was  half  crying  all  the  while  and  trying  to  hide  it; 
and  half  laughing,  too,  and  altogether  engrossed  in  the 
joy  of  being  able  to  hold  his  own  mother  like  that,  just 
as  he  had  hungered  to  do  up  there  on  the  mountain. 

It  was  the  doctor  who  saw  that  emotion  had  reached 
the  outer  edge  of  safety  for  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey. 
Over  her  head  he  scowled  and  made  warning  signs  to 
Jack,  who  gave  her  a  last  exuberant  squeeze  and  let  the 
doctor  lead  her  to  a  chair. 

"  I've  got  a  wife  out  in  the  taxi,  mother,"  he  an- 
nounced next.  "  She  wouldn't  come  in  —  she's  afraid 
you  won't  like  her.  But  you  will,  won't  you  ?  Can't 
I  tell  her  — " 

"  Bring  her  right  in  here  to  me,  Jack,"  said  Mrs. 
Singleton  Corey,  gasping  a  bit,  but  fighting  still  for 
composure  to  face  this  miracle  of  a  pitying  God. 

Bit  by  bit  the  miracle  resolved  itself  into  a  Bcr'^b  of 
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events  which,  though  surprising  enough,  could  not  hj 
any  stretch  of  the  credulity  be  called  supernatural. 

Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  learned  that,  with  a  bullet 
lodged  somewhere  in  the  upper,  northwest  comer  of 
Jack's  person,  he  had  nevertheless  managed  to  struggle 
down  through  the  storm  to  Marston,  with  Marion  help- 
ing him  along  and  doing  wonders  to  keep  his  nerve  up. 
They  had  taken  the  train  without  showing  themselves 
at  the  depot,  which  was  perfectly  easy.  Jack  informed 
her,  but  cold  as  the  dickens. 

She  managed  to  grasp  the  fact  that  Jack  and  Marion 
had  been  married  in  Sacramento,  immediately  after 
Jack  had  his  shoulder  dressed,  and  that  they  had  come 
straight  on  to  Los  Angeles,  meaning  to  find  her  first 
and  face  the  music  afterwards.     She  was  made  to  un- 
derstand how  terribly  in  earnest  Jack  had  been,  in  go- 
ing straight  to  the  chief  of  police  and  letting  the  dis- 
trict attorney  know  who  he  was,  and  then  telling  the 
truth  about  the  whole  thing  in  court.     She  could  not 
quite  see  how  that  had  settled  the  matter,  until  Jack 
explained  that  Fred  Humphrey  was  a  good  scout,  if 
ever  there  was  one.     He  had  testified  for  the  State,  but 
for  all  that  he  had  told  it  so  that  Jack's  story  got  over 
big  with  the  jury  and  the  judge  and  the  whole  cheese. 

Fred  Humphrey  had  remembered  what  Jack  had 
shouted  at  the  boys  when  they  fired.     " —  And  mother, 
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that  was  the  luckiest  call-down  I  ever  handed  the 
bunch.  It  proved,  don't  you  see,  that  the  hold-up  was 
just  a  josh  that  turned  out  wrong.  And  it  proved  the 
boys  weren't  planning  to  shoot  —  oh,  it  just  showed 
the  whole  thing  up  in  a  diflFerent  light,  you  know,  so  a 
blind  man  had  to  see  it.     So  they  let  me  go  — " 

"  If  you  could  have  seen  him,  you  wouldn't  have 
wondered,  Mrs.  Corey !  "  Marion  had  been  dumb  for 
an  hour,  but  she  could  not  resist  painting  Jack  into  the 
scene  with  the  warm  hues  of  romance.  "  He  went  there 
when  he  ought  to  have  gone  to  the  hospital.  Why,  he 
had  the  highest  fever !  —  and  he  was  so  thin  and  hollow- 
eyed  he  just  looked  simply  pathetic!  Why,  they 
wouldn't  have  been  human  if  they  had  sent  him  to  jail ! 
And  he  told  the  whole  thing,  and  how  it  just  started  in 
fooling;  and  why,  it  was  the  grandest,  noblest  thing  a 
boy  could  do,  when  the  others  had  been  mean  enough 
to  lay  all  the  blame  on  Jack.  And  he  had  his  shoulder 
all  bandaged  and  his  arm  in  a  sling,  and  he  looked  so  — 
so  brave,  Mrs.  Corey,  that  — " 

Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  reached  out  ana  patted  Marion 
on  the  hand,  and  smiled  strangely.  "  Yes,  my  dear  — 
I  understand.  But  I  think  you  might  call  me 
mother." 

If  it  cost  her  something  to  say  that,  she  was  amply 
repaid.     Marion  gave  her  one  grateful  look  and  fled, 
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fearing  that  tears  would  be  misunderstood.  And  Jack 
made  no  move  to  follow  her,  but  stayed  and  gathered 
his  mother  again  into  a  one-armed  imitation  of  a  real 
bear-hug.  I  think  Jack  wiped  the  last  jealous  thought 
out  of  Mrs.  Singleton  Corey's  mind  when  he  did  that. 
So  they  clung  to  each  other  like  lovers,  and  Jack  patted 
her  white  cloud  of  hair  that  he  had  never  made  bold  to 
touch  since  he  was  a  baby. 

"  My  own  boy  —  that  I  lost  from  the  cradle,  and  did 
not  know  — "  She  reached  up  and  drew  her  fingers 
caressingly  down  his  weathered  cheek,  that  was  losing 
some  of  its  hardness  in  the  softer  air  of  the  South. 
"  Jack,  your  poor  old  mother  has  been  cheating  herself 
all  these  years.     Cheating  you  too,  dear—" 

"  Not  much !  Your  cub  of  a  son  has  been  cheating 
himself  and  you.  But  you  watch  him  make  it  up. 
And  — mother,  don't  you  think  maybe  all  this  trouble 
has  been  kind  of  a  good  thing  after  all?  I  mean  — 
if  it's  brought  the  real  stuff  out  to  the  surface  of  me, 
you  know  — " 

"I  know.  The  gold  in  us  all  is  too  often  hidden 
away  under  so  much  worthless  — " 

"Why,  forev— "  In  the  doorway  Marion  checked 
herself  abruptly,  because  she  had  resolved  to  purify  her 
vocabulary  of  slang  and  all  frivolous  expressions.  Her 
eyelids  were  pink,  her  lips  were  moist  and  tremulous, 
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her  face  was  all  aglow.  "I  —  may  I  please  — 
mother  — " 

Mrs.  Singleton  Corey  did  not  loosen  her  hold  of  Jack, 
but  she  held  out  her  free  hand  with  a  beckoning  ges- 
ture. "  Come.  I'm  going  to  be  a  foolishly  fond  old 
lady,  I  know.  But  I  want  to  hold  both  my  children 
close,  and  see  if  I  can  realize  the  miracle." 

"  Mother !  "  Jack  murmured,  as  though  the  word 
held  a  wonderful,  new  meaning.  "  Our  own,  for-keeps 
mother  I " 


THS  xin> 


NOVELS  By  B.  M.  BOWER 


Starr,  of  the  Desert  $1.35  „., 

A  new  set  of  characters  is  here  presented  by  the  author  in  a 
spirited  story  of  love  and  mystery  intermingled  with  a 
Mexican  revolt. 

The  Flying  U's  Last  Stand  ,1.35  ^, 

What  happened  when  a  crowd  of  farmers  and  school  teachers 
encamped  on  the  grounds  of  Flying  U  Ranch. 


The  Gringos 


niustrated.     $1.35  n«( 


A  picturesque  story  of  California  in  the  days  of  the  Forty-niners 
which  is  "not  only  entertaining,  but  also  impartially 
realistic." — Chicago  Inter-Ocean. 

Good  Indian  Illustrated.     tl.35n«( 

There  is  excitement  and  action  on  every  page.  ...  A  some- 
what unusual  love  story  runs  through  the  story.— fioj/o» 
l^ranscript. 


The  UphiU  CUmb 


Illustrated.     $1.35  n«( 


It  s  a  cowboy  who  has  an  uphill  fight  in  that  worst  of  all  fights 
—  a  fight  with  himself.  A  deep-toned,  human  note  is  struck 
m  this  narrative. — St.  Louis  Globe-Democrat. 

The  Ranch  at  the  Wolverine  $1.35  „«« 

A  ringing  tale  full  of  exhilarating  cowboy  atmosphere,  abun- 
dantly  and  absorbinsly  illustrating  the  outstanding  feature 
of  that  alluring  ranch  life  which  is  fast  vanishing. — Chicago 
tribune. 


Jean  of  the  Lazy  A 

She  joins  the  "  movies  "  to  solve  a  murder  mystery 
The  Phanton  Herd 

How  the  Happy  Family  became  "  movie  "  actors. 

The  Heritage  of  the  Sioux 

A" 


$1.35  nmt 


$1.35  n«« 


$1.35  ntt 


Flying  U"  story  in  which  the  Happy  Family  get  mixed  up 
in  a  fake  robbery  for  film  purposes. 


